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As you look through this magazine 
you’ll see ads for many mail-order video companies 


but there’s only one #1: 


Video Search of Miami is #7 


ACCORDING TO AN INDEPENDENT SURVEY CONDUCTED BY THE EDITOR OF DARK WATERS MAGAZINE, A RESPECTED ON-LINE NEWS SERVICE, 
VIDEO SEARCH OF MIAMI RATED #1 AMONG ALL VIDEO MAIL-ORDER COMPANIES IN THE WORLD. CHECK WEB FOR RESULTS: 
http://super.zippo.com/~drkwatrs/resources/mailorder.html 


Video Search is the Largest & Best 
Mail Order Company іп America” 


*as recommended by FANGORIA, PSYCHOTRONIC, SHOCK CINEMA, 
VIDEO WATCHDOG, BRUTARIAN, AXCESS, SHOCKING IMAGES and WIRED! 


plus VSoM is also acclaimed by VIDEO HOUND MOVIE GUIDE, 
the WHOLE EARTH CATALOG and COUNTER CULTURE HANDBOOK! 


and Video Search Of Miami is the ONLY underground mail-order company 
endorsed by LEONARD MALTIN in his MOVIE & VIDEO GUIDE BOOK! 


(f you're looking for ТР ее а #1 in SELECTION 


films of Jean Rollin... {7 A ¢ THE LARGEST SELECTION IN THE USA! 


MORE THAN 12,000 TITLES IMPORTED FROM 
EVERYWHERE IN THE WORLD 


#7 in SHIPPING 


VSOM 15 THE MOST RELIABLE IN AMERICA, 
юй VIDEOS ARE ALWAYS SHIPPED WITHIN 2 DAYS 
NO EXCEPTIONS 


1 #7 tn SERVICE 


VSOM IS NOT A FACELESS COMPANY; 
PERSONAL TELEPHONE CORRESPONDENCE 
AVAILABLE DAILY FROM NOON TO 6 PM 


Michael Weldon says 

in Psychotronic Video Guide: 
L| This is the first place to look for 
rare and uncut foreign horror, 


ja УТ 48% он ex clusive deal exploitation and music videos.” 
» *» СЯ LJ / 
with Director Rollin himself: E-MAIL: VSOM@aol.com 


Video Search of Miami: 


| РО Box 16-1917 Miami FL 3316 (888) 279- 9773 
Di eee ee 


VSOM accepts all major credit cards 
VISA. DISCOVER. MASTERCARD WRITE, CALL or E-MAIL FOR FREE 70 PAGE CATALOG 


and AMERICAN EXPRESS CHECK OUT OUR WEBSITE: HTTP://WWW.VSOM.COM 
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ISSUE 27 
THE "URINE" ISSUE 


ARTISTS- violently ibeni nichts аце? еня for a quiet 


E"E: A:r URES- -Danny Hellman - During a fitful off-season space between urine soaked cardboard boxes 
<- Boris the Sprinkler from his semi-pro roller disco/ballroom dancing with the studio cat Woody. Nando looses often 
Fudgie the Whale this ain't. Slip ‘n’ Slides of the world troupe, Danny carved a World Record sculpture 『m afraid 
beware, the Sprinkler is in town! of Hitler made entirely of butter. Yum! -Mark Poutenis - This idiot actually LIKED the 
А -Ј. Ryan - J. Ryan hates the 'zine world almost пем Star Wars movie and now, whenever he 
A c Honnie Dawson | T EPI as much as we do .... talk about self loathing. gets drunk, he starts babbling like that Gungan 
This legend has veen twisting and twanging his six string Pass mea cup o' milk, buddy! bastard Jar Jar Binks. “Meesa ђе needin' 
longer than most 'Dictators for Life' actually dictate -Fernando Cuestas, Jr - He sleeps in the anudder Guinness yousa bartender..." 
LEB hundercrack basement of a New York animation studio, 


From the Parisian horizon comes this misshappen gang 
of mutants. For yer listening pleasure mesdames and ーー 
messieurs, finally a French band that doesn't suck 


Z"7 Lo Fidelity All Stars 


And from England, these All Stars were voted best UK Artists are fascinated 


band ... not bad for a bunch of hard drinkin’ techno . 
hooligans with filth because we 


<3 O Cherry Red Productions know that in filth, 


John Waters meets Oscar Wilde on a dilapidated stage. everything human is 
The Horror! The Horror!!! . 
born. Human beings 
ЈЕКУ ИГЕ OMN- emerge between piss and 
== Ж. Wooden Druthers 


by E. R. Stewart shit, and so do novels and 
poems. 

COMICS- - Erica Jon 

= The Thinking Ape Blues by Mark Poutenis E 

=> <Æ The Blind Butcher by Danny Hellman What Do Women Want? 

BG Stink Boner's V.D. Bullet Bra by J. Ryan Bloomsbury Publishers 

CoLUMN S- (1772) 


<=: €x On Мапог5 Mind by Stately Wayne Manor 
ЖЕ» Hellman's Inferno by Danny Hellman 


REVIEW s- 

ЕЕ Audio Depravation 

G&G Six Pack Theater by Ozzy Fide 
"T «ЕЕ Brutarian Library 


Mark Poutenis 


BRUTARIAN is published quarterly by Odium Ent. Articles & artwork copyright 1999 by their respective authors unless otherwise noted. 
Editor/the Sicilian Shetland: dom salemi Ап Director/end of civilization as we know it: mark poutenis Mussolini lovin’ butt monkey: danny hellman 
incognito professional: frances white 
Saving Grace: Romanoff Vodka, “Jar Jar Binks must fucking die" web page Shattered Dreams: Two Face's urine soaking of this issue's disks 
e-mail:brutarian 1 @ juno.com 


SUBSCRIBE TO BRUTARIAN! Only $12 per annum. All checks payable to dom salemi 
back issues --- $6, which is incredibly cheap for HUD approved housing 


FOR SUBMISSIONS AND SUBSCRIPTIONS: PO Box 25222 Arlington, VA 22202-9222 


THE THPHIDEKIUG APE B ンー 


STARRING THE 
Rd Sex. Sleep. Eat. Drink. Dream. 
Sure, sounds good .... wish I 


п — やこ # ө Ses. 
could do that all day. 


ABE |Р ТІ got one up on you, 
| Abe. 


instant gratification. 
But that's where you 
live ... in the "NOW". 
That's all you can grasp. 
Me? I got forethought. жу)” - 

Т have memory.  - s 


(а 
I can understand th' 
concept of  OMORROWNS ar 
and YESTERDAY ... 5 years ago 
or the FUTURE! I mean, you c 
sit there whacking | 
off in your own filth, S 
surprised each day the 


My Fellow Sufferers, 
You don't have to feel one bit sorry for me. 
Prison's going to be heaps of fun. The 
warden just told me that | get to do as 
many lethal injections as Га like. 
Dr. Jack Kervorkian 
Sing Sing 


Dear Darklings, 
| just read Newsweek and apparently all 
that bad Colorado stuff was my fault after 
all. Sorry. 
Marilyn Manson 
Up Rose McGowan's Ass 


My Fellow Americans, 
Just keep watching, it's just good old 
fashioned entertainment. Where women 
are whores, children are encouraged in the 
use of obscenity and men make public 
demands for fellatio. There's nothing 
wrong with this. At least not in Irish 
households like the one | grew up in. 
Vince McMahon 
Hells Kitchen, NY 


Dear Sirs: 

га just like to point out that World 
Championship Wrestling has that very nice 
Bill Goldberg, and that Scott Levy, and Billy 
Kidman, and that nice Eric Bischoff, as well 
as Ric Flair (who HAS to be one of us, what 
with that schnoz), and the World Wrestling 
Federation , they don't have any nice 
Jewish boys that l'm aware of. What's 
more, that Mister McMahon, he wears such 
cheap suits and that Stone Cold Steve 
Austin, he rips the pockets right off them! 
With the money he's making, you think he 


could see maybe a nice tailor! 
Benjamin Netanyahu, Prime Minister, 
State of Israel 


Dear non-Canadian Dirtbags: 
You know my favorite movie? It's that 
wacky "Space Jam" with that inspiring R. 


Kelly tune..... 7 believe І can ћу!...... / 
believe | can ---ААААААННННН!!!!!!” 
Owen Hart 
AKA the Blue Blazer 
Kansas City, 


A great place to die 


Sirs, 
Yahoo, | won the goddamn Senate vote, 
I'm still President! Why'd | drop those 
bombs? | just felt like blowing the shit out 
of something, that's why. 
Wild Bill Clinton 
Under the bed in the White House 


Dear Jedi Masters, 

Alright, | admit it: Jar Jar Binks IS Stepin 

Fechit. And | got Billy Dee Williams right 

here at Skywalker Ranch cleaning my 

basement. So sue me. At least someone 

is employing him. Coldcocked indeed. 

George Lucas 

Richer that God 


Mr. Salemi, 

Tell me agin, how am | supposed to vote on 
these bombings? та right-wing hawk, 
right? Oh, Clinton's in the White House 
and he's a Democrat? - then | vote NO in 


the Senate, right? Am | still in the Senate? 
Old McDonald had a farm, Е-І-Е-І-О...апа 
on this farm he had a pig, ........ 
The Honorable Strom Thurmond 
Hangin' at Methusalah's crib 


Hey Snapperheads! 
Ya know what would be just fucking terrific? 
If they made another one of those fucking 
Ford Fairlaine movies. That first one was 
fucking killer. One of the funniest fucking 
things | ever seen. So why don't they 
fucking make another, huh? Think about 
that while your mother's... SUCKING MY 
DICK! 
Dice Clay 
Has Been, NJ 


Sirs, 
Despite many taxing nights spent 
examining the curiously persuasive "force 
of falsity" and the labyrinthian paradoxes 
resulting - some might say serendipitously - 
from the acknowledgment of the ineluctable 
modality of the visible; | have come to the 
inescapable conclusion that | am still quite 
dead. 
Jorge Luis Borges 
Tlon, Uqbar or Tertius 


Sirs, 
So why does he get the tv shows and the 
movies? You know | was the first. What's 
more, | have more talent in my two fingers 
and a thumb than that Thing has in his 
whole being! And that pair molding the clay 
in the Mr. Bill videos? Fuhgedaboudit . . . 
The Hand On The 
Cover Of The Yellow Pages 
Bell Telephone Headquarters 


ve always enjoyed Boris the Sprinkler's various 
recordings over the years - they re too punk for radio 
play, yet too poppy for the more hardcore punker's 
tastes. Their singer, songwriter, LP cover artist and gen- 
eral al-around motor-mouth Reverend Norb, was, in my opin- 
ion, one of the best, funniest lyricists in rock & roll, in addition 
to being the most humorous (and probably most intelligent) 
columnist in aximum Rock & Roll maga- 
zine — kind of a Tesco Vee, only without 
most of the nastier sexual and scatological 
scatological references. Sadly, he and 
MRR parted company during 1998, but, 
on the positive side, he has again taken up 
the pen, to write a column for Jeff Bale's 
new Hit List magazine, which features a veritable plethora of 
the very finest in punk rock journalism - in addition to the Rev- 
erend, they also feature Tesco Vee, Ben Weasel, Joey Vin- 
dictive, Mike Stax (what's HE doing Ihere?.…| love his Ugly 
Things zine, and I’m very glad he's now writing for Hit List as 
well, but....), etc. Mr.Bale, one of the founders of MRR (a fact 
| was not aware of as of this interview — hence, the question 
to the REV.), left that magazine on apparently less-than-the- 


friendliest of terms, and his new zine is highly recommended. 


Boris the Sprinkler formed in Green Bay, Wisconsin, in 1992. 
The band's name has no real significant or deep meaning – 
it’s just a variation on the John Entwistle/Who song ‘Boris the 
Spider'. Their first gig was opening for Dee Dee Ramone and 
the Chinese Dragons - DDR appearance and performance 
that night was enough to convince the band that drugs are 
bad for you. BTS's first CD, Testicled Pogo Machine was 
recorded in '93, but not released until ‘95, on Norb's Bulge 


records label. Aside from Norb, there have been hundreds of 


Snterview with Reverend Norb: 


personnel changes, with the band members identified only by 
their first names with a number attached (Paul #1, Paul #2, 
Eric #2, Ric #6 — and there weren't five previous ones (!2)). 
Subsequent full-length releases have been: Saucer to Saturn 
(my personal fave, which is twice as long as it should be, as 
the entire album is on the CD twice — it plays through, then 


repeats itself); End of the Century Boris take on the Ramones 


by John Oliver & Dom Salemi 


LP. of that title; Mega Anal , which, 
while not my favorite, | like, as it con- 
tains several of their more obscure 
45's | didn't have; Frozen Tundra a 
double live CD; and the most recent, 
Suck, released in February 1999 - currently, my 2nd favorite 
Boris release. ce distinct possibility that the good Rev. might 
be a smartass who's into playing mind games with, or just 
plain trashing, interviewers, we approached this interview 
with some trepidation. Not to worry — he's a nice guy who's 
obviously quite intelligent, as evidenced by his being a fan of 
the now-defunct Midwest-based American Wrestling Associ- 
ation (AWA), in addition to the Green Bay Packers. We DO 
have suspicions that the boy might be on medication or per- 


haps is supposed to be...but on with the interview... 


WP 


BRUT:In the hipper, better known punk 
record stores in the DC/Baltimore area, 
whenever ! buy a Boris the Sprinkler CD, 
or, even more recently, when I mentioned 
that we might interview you, | got weird 
or blank stares back from the guys | was 
talking with. I "ме always been а fan, 
but...do you have some sort of reputation 
that would cause that kind of reaction? 


REV: Could you describe the blank stare 


to mee 


BRUT: Nah, but the weird ones would be 
kind of a sneer, like they were thinking 
what do you want to interview HIM for? 


REV: A sneer? Oh, as if | was gonna 
babble on and on, and you'll have to 


spend the rest of your lite transcribing a 
bunch of inane horse shit...and they 
probably felt sorry for you, and won- 
dered why you were taking on such a 
suicide mission...or that I'd fill up ће 
entire conversation with inane references 
to the Baltimore Ravens and Green Bay 
Packers, and what not...not to mention 
you're being in the home of the Cleve- 
land Browns... 


BRUT: Actually, we re the home of the 
Redskins, who appear likely to lose their 
trademark. Also, they have no owner as 
of this afternoon. 


REV: | did not know that. 


BRUT: What happened with the trademark 


was - a bunch of American Indians took 
em to court and said their name was dis- 
paraging...and they lost their trademark, 
and they may have trouble keeping their 
name. 


АА 


REV: About the owner - wasn't that guy 
gonna buy em for bazillion dollars, and 


hasn't he already committed his bazillion 
dollars? 


BRUT: He withdrew his bid this afternoon, 
when it became obvious that the rest of 
the NFL owners weren't gonna approve 
his bid. | think he may also have lied just a 
bit about how much of that money he 
really had. 


REV: Good God! 


BRUT: So now we have to come up with a 
new name for the team. 


REV: Why don't they just call them the 


Senators and confuse everybody? The 
Washington Football Senators. 


BRUT: That would be cool, butl but never 
liked the Redskins anyway. Next ques- 
tion... 


REV: I kind of liked it when Joe Theisman- 


n's leg snapped that night on Monday 
Night Football. 


BRUTARIAN 


BRUT: Then, the next week on Letterman, 
as a Xmas gift idea, they had a Joe Theis- 
mann pencil sharpener shaped like a foot- 
ball player, where you crank his leg to 
sharpen the pencil. 


REV- Ooooh! 


BRUT: ! just read your column in the first 
issue of Hit List. You're no longer associ- 
ated at all with Maximum Rock & Roll? 


REV: That is absolutely correct. 


BRUT: You said that MRR was too gay . 
What exactly did you mean by that? 


REV: | did - you must have read the col 
umn! What | meant by too gay is (lower 
ing and changing voice]...they're a 
bunch of fudge packing 
abominations and...{back to 
normal) no, what | mean is — | submitted 
a column when | was still a columnist 
there, and they decided they'd have a 
meeting to see if they would run my col- 
umn because apparently it was bother- 
ing them. At the meeting, they voted my 
column down...so | decided that | would 
vote them gay and no longer write for 
them. That's the short and long of it. 


BRUT: What the Hell could you have writ- 
ten to offend THOSE people? 


REV: One must wonder. One must won- 
der. But the message | got on my 
answering machine when | got home to 
watch the Packers losing to the Denver 
Broncos in exhibition football was that 
the column was too boring. 


BRUT: This, after, several months earlier, 
running George Tabb's detailed recount- 
ing of the cystoscopy he underwent? 


REV: Hmmmm:..well, actually, you 


ДА 


Interview with Reverend Norb (continued from page ----- 


BRUT: Which, I, being in my 40's, found 
interesting, but most of their readers? 


REV: They really need a Mens Health 
Section, separate from the rest of the 
magazine...perhaps detachable... 
modeled after a detachable penis... 


BRUT (JO) - Also, we love the ideas you 
had in your column about how you'd 
manage Nashville Pussy (ED NOTE: Blaine 
would come across as Leaping Lanny 
Poffo, and not his brother, Randy Macho 
Man Savage, reciting bad poetry from a 
frisbee before the show. He, instead of 
Ruyter, would strip down to a leopard- 
skin bra during the show. Cory would 
throw fireballs at their Confederate flags 
instead of the audience. The women 
would wear pink leather suits like The 
Romantics on that one album cover. 
Instead of French kissing during a guitar 
solo, Cory and Ruyter would 69 on stage. 
Lastly, instead of closing with Wang 
Dang, Sweet Poontang, they do Monty 
Python The Lumberjack Song .) Dom here 
has a souvenir from them that might 
interest you. 


BRUT (DS) - Yes, | have. They were friends 
of mine before they started stealing from 
me. The big tall woman (Corey) felt so 
bad about it that she sent me a pair of 
her soiled panties, along with a letter 
from her, attesting to their authenticity. If 
you'd be interested in buying something 
like that, please make me an offer. 


REV: At one point, | had an “| Gave My 
Panties to Boris" button campaign, 

where we had 100 buttons pressed up, 
that, indeed, said, 
to Boris". If you were female and took 


“| Gave My Panties 


of the panties you were wearing at one 
of our shows, we'd give you a button. 
Now, | ve got a gigantic ачы case 


stuffed full of Обро 


panties. 


BRUT (JO) - You don't put them over your 
head and wear them around the house, 
like Dom did with Corey? 


REV: | guess | probably could, but I'd 
probably need elastic straps of some sort 
to hold them on... 


BRUT: Oh, some big girls, huh? 
REV: Exactly! 


BRUT: Quick question - Who exactly is 
Jeff Bale? We know he's the Hit List pub- 
lisher, but what else has he done? 


REV: Oh, he's an exMRR columnist, who 
was given the boot, or asked to boot 
himself, by Tim Yohannan, several years 
ago...| can't remember why - for по! 
licking a rap or some crime against the 
state, or something...prior to that, | don't 
really know what he did. He might have 
been in that band lennonburger (5р2), 
who had that one song on the Not So 
Quite on the Western Front Maximum 
R&R double LP compilation from 1982 


but | m not so sure anymore... 


! 


BRUT: Tim's по longer with us. Didn't he 
have cancer for quite some time? 


REV: He shuffled off to ihe big squat 
house in the sky or something...he had 
lymphoma...he was lymphoming at the 
mouth! Never mind, | m sorry, | m mak 
ing bad puns at the expense of a deadly 
disease, but you know, that's the way 
things sometimes work around this partic- 
ular quadrant, cause | have my sweat 
shirt on, and it's making me picky, and | 
m taking it off now... 


BRUT: Question - Are you a really a 
Reverend? 


REV: Yes, | was ordained through the 
mail by the Disciples of Divine Right in 
Boca Raton, Florida, in 1982, and 
again by the Dreaded Church of the 
Subgenius by Reverend Man Stang in 
1984, who waived the usual $20 


ordination fee for me because | was so 


weird! 
BRUT: Oh, wow...the Rev. Stang, he... 
REV: .. 


go, makes me at least twice as holier 
than thou! 


which, as far as ministerial types 


BRUT: Well, Rev. Stang, he’s a big fan of 
the magazine, so you’re not completely 
wasting your time... 


REV: No, | m completely wasting YOUR 


time! 


BRUT: No, we’re fine! We interviewed 
Ronnie Dawson, the Texas rockabilly, the 
other night, and it looked for a time like it 
might not come off...which, if it hadn't, 
meant that we probably would have 
asked you the questions we prepared for 
him...and your answers probably would 
have been funnier... 


REV: Especially if we talked about hair 
care products! 
BRUT (JO): Or Hungry Jack pancake com- 


mercials, one of which he made during 
the 70's. 


BRUT (DS): He also made one for Jax 
Beer, which І "уе never heard of ...... 


BRUT (JO): It's from New Orleans 
REV: | ме had Jack's Pizza - and it's 
pretty poor! 


BRUT: І also noted the numerous refer- 
ences in your Hit List column to the AWA 
тецеп Wrestling Association former 


REV: The Very Capable Kenny Jay - 
right, | apologize for that, | m somewhat 
mired in the past. 


BRUT: Where do your current wrestling 
loyalties lie? 

REV: Actually, | m still stuck in the AWA - 
when | bought my house, | decided | 
could no longer afford cable television, 
so | get no wrestling at all now.... 


BRUT: Have you heard? There's a new 
AWA in that area - run by some guy who 
legally had his last name changed to Gag- 
ner or something like that, because it 
sounds close to Gagne , so people will 
think he's related Verne Gagne (ED NOTE: 
Ex-AWA promoter, company owner, and 
154-time AWA World Champion). The new 
fed's basically made up of a bunch of local 
stiffs. 


REV: Wow, | hadn't heard about that. | 
remember a couple of years ago, Verne 
Gagne tried to get the financial where- 
withal to start up an American sumo 
league... 


BRUT: Now that would go over big, | m 
sure...there must be some local indy 
wrestling action near you...? 


REV: One or two small companies - 
one's called All Star Wrestling or some- 
thing like that, obviously an homage to 
the great All-Star Wrestling program of 
the 7O's. The other is called something 
like Packer-Land Pro Wrestling. | even 
know people who wrestle for these com- 
panies. My barber wrestles for one of 


these feds, and he's about 5'4". 


BRUT: Yeah, we ‘ve | АЙ 
got a small promo- ~ 

tion around here that | 
has some guys about 
that size, as well as 
some 15-16 year old 
children who wrestle, ' КАР 
claiming they're210r | 

22...it's very slim pickin's for local feds, but 
if you gotta go to a bar, I'd rather watch 
something like that than TV or Godawful 
local bands, or.... 


REV: My barber, he weighs about 130 
pounds - he's the 170 pound Cruiser- 
weight Champion, Straight Edge Eric 
Cammers (sp2)...the ceiling has pretty 
much fallen in as far as local wrestling 
sanity goes. 


BRUT (DS) - I'm just coming to your work 
from the new album, but ! "ме noted, you 
have a really good sense of humor. I was 
wondering - is there any thing or subject 
that you wouldn't make fun of? 


REV: | probably shouldn't make fun of 
anything that could cause bad karma to 
me. 


BRUT: That could be anything. 


REV: Yeah, but | mean anything that 
would bring very, very bad karma to 
me... 


BRUT: The Holocaust, for example? 


REV: Well, even that...you have the old 
jokes, like the new German car they're 

bringing out how many Jews can you fit 
in the ashtray? 


BRUT: ...or the Baby On Board type of 


sign, that says Jew In Gas Tank 


REV: Yeah, that kind of thing...It's like the 
Clinton/Lewinsky thing, din nd 
cares about it, dou 


REV: It's a damn shame Bob 
| Dole wasn't in the White 
House - they could have 
had a trial about the erectile 
i dysfunction thing... 


; BRUT: Bill (Clinton) doesn't 
have that problem! 


REV: That's what they tell me! 


BRUT (JO): On the other hand, changing 
the subject...I have all of your CDs, includ- 
ing Frozen Tundra (ED. NOTE -double live 
Boris the Sprinkler CD) 


REV: Oh, my apologies... 
BRUT: I like it, for a live album... 


REV: Yes, it's OK when you compare it 
with other live albums... 


BRUT: ...even with your qualifiers on it 
(ED. NOTE - on CD cover, words to the 
effect of this is a piece of shit warn the 
wary consumer) 


REV: Just trying to cover my ass... 


BRUT: "End of the Century" - How come 
you guys got stuck with a shitty Ramones 
LP to cover? 


REV: Well, first, the only three anyone 
wanted to do [first 3) were already 
taken. We were offered "Road to Ruin”, 
but didn't want to do that one... 


BRUT: and the Mr. T Experience did that 
one, right? 

REV: Correct...that record is kind of 
gloomy, and some of the songs them- 
selves are kinda lame. About half the 
songs are really good, but the other half 
are terrible, and can't be fixed just be're 
recording them... whereas on "End of the 


Century", most of the songs are good, 


BRUTARIAN 


Interview with Reverend Norb ( continued from page 


You Remember Rock & Roll Radio" is 
much, much funnier than theirs. 


REV: Bless you, my son. 


BRUT: Why didn't you do "It's Alive" (ED. 
NOTE - Ramones double live import LP), 
like The Parasites? 


REV: Well, we asked about that, but it's 
actually kind of cheating...no new 
songs. We did ask Todd about doing 
that one, but, at the time, he didn't want 
to pay for a double LP. 


BRUT: Also, you could have redone 
“Leave Home”, as | personally thought 
the Vindictives just totally fucked up their 
cover of that record! 


REV: Yes, | agree...that was definitely, 
without question, the worst LP of that 
genre. | don know if we could have 
really done that LP justice, but our version 
would have been better than the 
Vindictives. 


BRUT: Of that genre, | found yours to be 
the most interesting. Both the Screeching 
Weasel and Queers cover LP’s were pretty 
much as close to exact copies as they 
could make. Boris the Sprinkler’s cover LP 
had several interesting re-workings of 
songs. 


REV: Indeed, | agree... 


BRUT: Different subject....If asked to 
describe you to others, based on what I 
know about you, l'd describe you as Tesco 
Vee, only with less of a potty mouth... 


REV: Interesting.....| ме always sort of 
thought of myself as being in that hereto: 
fore unexpected middle ground between 
Tesco Vee and Leonard Graves Phillips 
of the Dickies. 


BRUT: Good description! How tight are 
you with Tesco? 


REV: Well, we 've never given each 
other rim jobs, but..... 


BRUT: I "ме known various band members 
of his over the years, and | suspect one 
could make some money in the DC area 
selling bumper stickers that say "Tesco 
Owes Me Money". I've also heard some 
disgusting road stories, including one 
about his taking a dump in a pizza box 
first thing in the morning and offering it 
to unsuspecting band members...but my 
favorite personal story involves seeing 
him, the wife, and the kids at the Tower 
Records in Tysons Corner, Virginia one 
morning, and his youngest kid, maybe 
about 5 or so, runs up to the Meatmen CD 
section, pulls out a copy of either the 
"Toilet Slave" or "Pope on a Rope" CD, 
and yells - “look, it Daddy's CD!”. 


REV: It's a beautiful world! 


BRUT: So...when are you guys coming 
around here (East coast)? 


REV: Actually, | have no idea. We've 
had a recent wave of personnel defec- 
tions. We're trying to work back in our 
original bass player and drummer, who 
haven't played with the band since 
1993 — ergo, things are a bit rough 


right now. 


BRUT (DS) - Keep my phone number 
handy - you can stay here. 


REV: Ir's got to be better than the 
Wilmington, Delaware Motel 6. 


BRUT: Marginally...no, actually, it's quite 
nice. | have a pool, and... 


REV: You got prostitutes in the laundry 


BRUT: We're doing our part! 


REV: Yes, you are... 


BRUT: Based on your Hit List column, it 
appears you're either very tired or just 
rather jaded about the entire punk music 
scene...who do you like nowadays? 


REV: Damn! This is always harder than it 
sounds. ..| heard something good this 
week — what was it? 


BRUT (JO) - l've got several decent 45's on 
the Rip-Off label - The Brides second 45 
and one by that Japanese band, The Inti- 
mate Fags. Personally, | don't think that 
label's ever put out anything that really 
sucked. 


REV: | think you are correct, although my 
world is shattered by their graduation 
from black & white one piece paper 
sleeves to one piece/two color sleeves! 


BRUT: Yeah, but both songs are still on 
just one side! Speaking of Rip-Off, do you 
know the Problematics? 


REV: To a certain extent, yes. 


BRUT: A couple of them now live in the 
DC area. They're putting together a new 
band here, and talking about calling 
themselves The Fuehrers (or, more likely, 
The Führers, with the 2 dots over the u, 
which | can't make on this goddamn key- 
board!--but our outstanding designer, 
Frances can). 


REV: Their first album will have to be 
called The Sound and The Fuhrers 


BRUT: By the way, we need pictures of 
you for this article. We're not sure how 
well the CD artwork will photocopy. 
(Obviously not well.) 


REV: I'll send you something. 


REV: No but | did 
hear a good CD from 
a Scandinavian band 
recently — the Square- 
heads from Norway - 
they were а 70's 


Humpers kind of 
band. 


BRUT: What do you think about the Amer- 
ican Southern hard rock coming out - 
Nashville Pussy, The Hookers, Quadrajets, 
etc.? 


REV: It's all too much like 7O's hard rock 
to me – it's not really punk or pop...by 
the way, the Quadrajets are playing 
Green Bay this Friday. 


BRUT: Yeah, we interviewed those guys - 
we like them! 


REV: Did you ever notice how their drum- 
mer looks just like Mad Dog Buzz 
Sawyer? 


BRUT: Nah, that Bam Bam , their bass 
player who looks like Buzz Sawyer! He 
and the drummer are big wrestling fans. 
They both liked the old Georgia Champi- 
onship Wrestling show with Gordon Solie. 


REV: Ah, Georgia Championship 
Wrestling in its heyday...it was the 
creme de la creme, wrestling wise, with 
the three black ropes in the ring, the 
Road Warriors were something to write 
home about then! | also remember Mem- 


phis wrestling in the 70' — Jerry Lawler, 
the Honky Tonk Man. 


BRUT (JO) - Actually, | remember Honky 
Tonk Man before he was the Honky Tonk 
Man. He had long blonde hair in the early 
70's, went by the name of Wayne Ferris, 


{ BRUT: Ah, Big Scott Hall 

{ from the AWA...now just a 
fucking drunk in WCW - 

| understand he just remar- 
; ried his ex-wife. Well, we 
have no more questions 

# | for уои, but we һауе some 
RSE” tape left, so... 


REV: Can | make fun of people and get 
myself in trouble? 


BRUT: Sure, make fun of whomever you 
want to - we ll print it! 


REV: | have no one in mind in particu- 
lar...everybody sucks and | dislike them 
intensely! 


BRUT (JO) - Howsabout some other 
Hit List columnists? Ben Weasel, for 
example... 


REV: | see he's growing a beard.... 


BRUT: Actually, of all of his bands, | think | 
liked The Riverdales the best, but they 
were such a blatant Ramones rip-off... 


REV: Duh, Ya think? (ED. NOTE - Norb, 
that Ramones rip-off comment was for 


Dom's benefit, not yours! | don't think he 


ever heard them. – ЈОЈ 


REV: You know, he was so into that 
Johnny Ramone fetish! He heard that 
Johnny was into watching baseball and 
that he wouldn't move his own ampli- 
fiers. Shortly after that, Ben started 
watching baseball, or pretending to 
watch it, and he started making the 
roadies set up everything, just like 
Johnny! 


BRUT: Did he get into collecting guns as 
well? 


BRUTARIAN 


BRUT: 


REV: | m not really sure, and а rather 
not find out! 


BRUT: You never really said what you 
think of Nashville Pussy.... 


REV: No, | didn't. Well, I've seen them 
five times in Green Bay now, and it's 
getting to the point of diminishing returns, 
where dealing with the additional 
people coming to see them now just 

isn't worth it for me. 


BRUT:Do they still play the exact same 
12-13 songs? 

REV: | can't recall, but | do remember at 
one show they didn't end it with "Wang 
Dang Sweet Poontang”...and | thought 
that was wrong! 


BRUT: You see they got nominated for a 
Grammy, for Chrissake? For Heavy Metal 
performance? I knew they weren't gonna 
win, but it would have been funny, read- 
ing off the nominations on TV! 


REV: Speaking on "Wang Dang...", 
there's actually a section of Highway 26 
on the way from Madison to Green Bay 
that is kept clean by Adopt-A-Highway 
by Ted Nugent World Bowhunters. | 
want to get a bunch of $1.99 Damn 
Yankees cassettes and strew them across 
the roadway there! 


BRUT:You know, he interviewed Nashville 
Pussy, and they said they didn’t under- 
stand what he was talking about the 
entire time. 


REV: He comes out this way on occa- 
sion, as a motivational bowhunter 
зреакег.. | was never strong or manly 
enough to pull back a compound bow 


Б; we're out of tape.…anything 


fés, there is; | don't think Owen 
death was an accident. Ш 


xperiencing Ronnie Dawson live for the first time midway through the very first cut, This is the Night, to 


is a shock to the system, especially in this age of start it again, this time cueing up my cassette deck, to 
$100+ concert tickets, huge arenas or stadiums, make a copy for my car stereo. I was immediately hooked 
and all of the pyrotechnic fireworks, laser shows, and by this music. Dawson struck me as a Texas version of 
blow-up dolls and/or phalluses that many of us are used Jerry Lee Lewis, only one who assaulted a guitar instead 
to seeing at rock concerts. Simply put, Mr. Dawson is of a piano, playing a combination of ass-kicking Rock & 
much, much more entertaining. All he does is get on a Roll, blues, R&B, and Rockabilly. During my next trip to 
small club stage, usually accompanied by a 3-piece band, — Joe's, I purchased a copy of Rockin’ Bones, also on No- 
and proceed to rock your ass every which way but side- Hit, which featured many of Mr. Dawson's 455 from the 
ways. If you sit at a table near the stage, he's usually 50's, all featuring his extremely adenoidal singing voice 
dancing or jumping up and down on your table midway (апа God, what a set of pipes this kid had!), which, while 
through a guitar solo during the first set, if not the first much higher pitched, still sounds like his current voice 
song. If you choose to sit there poker faced, refusing to (or is it that his current voice sounds like he used to, only 


lower pitched?... whatever. ..). 


е Daw 


be entertained, he's likely to get in your face, grinning 


ОП ПЁ 


BY Јони ULIOER & Dom за 


like some banshee from Hell, commanding you to have a 
good time. This guy's close to 60 years old, and I defy 
anyone to find a rock & roller with half his energy on 


stage! 


This all started out for me, innocently enough, with my 
reading the latest issue of Billy Poore Rockabilly Revue 
sometime during 1990. In the record review section, 1 
stumbled across reviews of 2 recently released import LP's 
on the No-Hit label by one Ronnie Dawson, Texas rocka- 
billy who hadn't t recorded under his own name since 
sometime in the 60's. I know I d heard that name some- 
where — probably from the Cramps cover of one of his 
50's singles, Rockin' Bones on one of their early albums — 
even though I'd never actually heard any of his records. 
Mr. Poore was ranting and raving about how killer these 
LP's were, whetting my appetite in a big way. During my 
next trip to Joe's Record Paradise (then in Silver Spring, 
Md.), I found copies of both of these gems — Still a Lotta 
Rhythm and Rockinitis, which I immediately scarfed up. 
Once home, and settling down to play my new acquisi- 
tions, I distinctly remember stopping the Still a Lotta... LP 
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Ronnie Dawson was born in Dallas on August 11, 1939, 
and raised in Waxahachie by Gladys and Pinky Dawson. 
He grew up in a house full of music—Pinky played in his 
own Western swing band for 5-6 years, and Gladys was a 
choir member in the local Pentecostal church. In addition 
to Country & Western and gospel music, young Ronnie 
also listened to blues and R&B on the radio. At an early 
age, his father bought him a guitar, which he took to like 
a duck takes to water. His first band, Ronnie Dee & the D 
Men won numerous local talent shows, and he found 
himself signed to a contract with Gene Vincent's man- 
ager, Ed McLemore, and making records while still in his 
mid-teens. To this day, he performs some of the tunes 
recorded back then — “Action Packed," "Congratulations 
To Me", “I Make the Love", *Rockin' Bones”, “Do Do 
Do", and probably others I personally haven t heard him 
do live. In a move that should have ensured him rock & 
roll immortality, fame and fortune, he signed with Dick 
Clark, to record on his Swan label and appear on Ameri- 
can Bandstand. Unfortunately, the payola scandal hit very 
shortly after this, with Clark essentially avoiding and/or 


refusing to push anyone he had 
recently signed. While the local hit 
singles stopped coming, young Mr. 
Dawson continued to make music 
non-stop. He worked as a studio 
musician in the Fort Worth area for 
awhile, playing the drums on 
national hit singles “Hey Baby" by 
Bruce Chanel and *Hey Paula" by 
Paul & Paula. He toured with various 
bands such as the Lightcrust Dough- 
boys and the Levee Singers. He cut 
45's for Columbia under various 


pseudonyms, notably Snake Munroe 


and Commonwealth Jones. During 
the 70's, he fronted the country-rock 
band Steel Rail, whose recordings 
remain unheard by most to this day. 
He cut television commercials and 
jingles — I still remember the Hungry 
Jack pancakes commercial he sang. 
Around 1986, rockabilly aficionado 
Barney Koumis tracked Dawson 
down, to let him know there was a 
market in Europe for his old record- 
ings, and to ask him if he was inter- 


ested in recording again. The results 


— the two comeback albums on No- 


Hit in 89/ 90, both recorded at Liam 
Watson's Toe Rag Studio in England. 
Ronnie started touring all around the 
U.S. in the early 90's, in addition to 
recording another album, Monkey 
Beat City. Unlike the first two No-Hit 
LPs, Monkey Beat... consisted mostly 
of new original songs, penned by 
Ronnie and various friends and 
acquaintances. As an added bonus, 
the CD version of Monkey Beat City 
also included “Still A Lotta Rhythm" 
in its entirety. His tour to support the 
latest album (he was backed by the 
Austin band High Noon on the tour) 
included a date at Carnegie Hall. 
About 2 years later, I saw Ronnie 
again live in D.C., this time fronting 
the Planet Rockers (actually Planet 
Rocker guitarist Eddie Angel, High 
Noon bassist Kevin Smith, and the 
best looking drummer in the World, 
the gorgeous Lisa Pankratz, who 
seems to play behind every band in 
Texas, it seems....). Shortly thereafter, 
he released yet another LP/CD, Just 
Rockin' & Rollin', this one again 
chock-full of mostly original tunes, 
and sounding a bit more modern, 
production-wise. In the mid-90's — 
more club dates, a different band 
backing up the Maestro (actually, still 
Kevin Smith and Lisa, only with a 
new guitarist, Tjarko Jeen from Hol- 
land), a live CD from a hot night at 
the Continental Club in Texas (sup- 
posedly not commercially available, 
but see the interview...), and we re 
just about up to date...which brings 
us to the brand new CD, More Bad 
Habits, the first album he's recorded 
in this country in years, and this 
interview, conducted over Dom's 
brand new speaker phone at Casa 
Brutarian one balmy Spring night. 
BRUTARIAN: Mr. Dawson, first we'd like 


to say that we're both big fans of yours, 
and it's a real honor to talk with you. 


[nterview with Ronnie Dawson 


Thanks for agreeing to talk with us! 


RONNIE DAWSON: You're quite wel- 
come. 


Brut: First, a good friend of ours, Barbara 
Zittrer, says hello. She's the nice lady who 
used to work at Southworth Guitars in 
Bethesda. She's got her own shop in D.C. 
now, in the Adams Morgan Area. I think 
you've been to Southworth's a couple of 
times with Sean Mencher (High Noon gui- 
tarist, formerly DC resident). 


RD: Oh yes, I believe we bought an 
amp there a couple of years ago. Please 
say hello to her! 


Brut: | dragged her along to one of your 
shows at the old Tornado Alley, which is 
now out of business. The Twist & Shout, 
where you played a couple of times, is 
also gone. Where are you going to play 
the next time you come to DC? 


RD: Well, | played at the lota the last 
time | was there. I'll be playing in DC 
sometime this summer, with Bill 
Kirchen, but I’m not sure exactly 
where. | don't have the itinerary. 


Brut: | talked with someone who was at 

the lota show, this guy was around 50 or 
so, and he had seen Elvis before. He said 
this was the best show he had ever 
seen. 


RD: Yeah, we filled the place up, 
but the lota guy, he kinda dropped 
the ball with us on this upcoming 
tour. We sold out the place last 
year, but he didn't t even offer us 
as much (for this upcoming tour) 
as he did the last time. So we "| be 
playing somewhere else. 


Brut: How were you able to jump 
around at the lota show? It's such a 
small place! 


RD: Sometimes, the small places 
are better. | really liked that place 
better than the Twist & Shout, 
because it had seating. | could get 
around better. You can get really 
close to the people. | try to get out 
there and let them know that 
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they're really a part of the perfor- 
mance. 


Brut: | don t think I've ever seen anyone 
who has a better time on stage than you 
do! 

RD: Thank you...well, it'S not a put-on 
(laughs). . .it's for real! 

Brut: Yeah, you ARE enjoying yourself, 
that's for sure! Do you find audiences 
today, especially since so many of them 
are conditioned with the big shows like 


KISS, do you find them more demanding 
than they used to be? Any difference? 


RD: Yes, you can tell, it depends on 
what part of the country you're play- 
ing. We just came from the West 
Coast, and they see a lot, and they 
have a tendency to be a little laid back. 
They don't really give much back to 
you. 


Brut: Where's the best section of the 
country? Where do you really like to play 
if you had your druthers? 


RD: East is my favorite, by far. It's more 
blue collar, the people are hungrier, 


with the exception of Philadelphia, 
where it's a little weird (laughs from 


Ronnie Dawson or Frankenstein, you decide. (1959) 


all). New York is over the top. Wash- 
ington — we built a really good crowd 
there. 


Brut: Washington has always been a big 
hotbed for rockabilly music. 

RD: It has such a good history...good 
players like Bill (Kirchen), Eddie Angel, I 
know was there for a while, Danny 
Gatton, people like that. There's a lot a 
ghosts running around there. (EDITOR's 
NOTE: While making small talk prior to 
the interview, we talked about several 
other DC players - Evan Johns, Sean 
Mencher, Go Cat Go, Tex Rubinowitz 
and others). 

Brut: Speaking of the East Coast, your CD, 
Live at the Continental Club, has never 
been commercially available in this neck 
of the woods. ! had no trouble finding a 


copy last fall when I was іп the San Fran- 
cisco/Berkeley area. What's the story? 


RD: Well, actually we put it out with a 
partner, Steve Wertheimer of the Con- 
tinental Club. We made an agreement 
to hold it back and just sell it ourselves 
on the road, because we needed the 
revenue to really make our tours work. 
Well, Steve kinda misun- 
derstood, and | think 
when Gabby of Hepcat 
Records called, he let him 
have a few, so that's how 
it got out, much to our 
dismay. We really have a 
tough time staying on the 
road. It seems to get 
tougher every year, and 
that's why we did the CD 
that way, so we could 
have the only place where 
people could get that CD. 


Brut: If nothing else, I really 
appreciate having it 
because you guys do some 
of the old 50's stuff live. 


| RD: That, too, was the old 
| band – with Lisa Pankratz 
(drums) and Kevin Smith 


(standup bass) and Tjarko Jeen (guitar) 
from Holland - that was '94, '95, and 
part of '96. 


Brut: Who's playing with you live now? 


RD: | have a new group. | have a 
drummer named John Palmer from the 
West Coast...these guys are all on the 
new record..., a guitar player, a 
youngster from Cleveland named Mike 
Molnar, he's just really blossomed into 
something special, and the bass player 
is a fellow from Denver, that actually 
produced that Rhythm Festival they 
had out there for awhile, and he's a 
really good guy (P. Rumbaugh). 


Brut: Speaking of guitar players.………| "уе 
seen you with 3 separate bands, but I 
believe the rhythm section was exactly 
the same each time. When High Noon 
was backing you, Kevin (Smith), of 
course, was on standup bass, and Lisa 
was drumming...in addition to Sean 
(Mencher) on guitar and Shaun Young 
strumming a Gretsch acoustic. With the 
Planet Rockers, it was Kevin on bass, I'm 
pretty sure... 


RD: You are correct! 


Brut: With Lisa drumming, plus Eddie 
Angel on guitar, and the last band | saw 
you with was the one on the live CD. Each 
band sounded different, yet each had the 
same rhythm section. It gotta be the gui- 
tar player making the difference. Who's 
your favorite guitarist to play with? Or is 
that a loaded question, as it's always 
gonna be who you're with at the time? 


RD (laughing) — Well, it's kind of hard 
not to say Eddie Angel is my favorite. 


Brut: You seem to rock the hardest, most 
manically, with Eddie. Sean Mencher 
seems to bring more of a swing sound to 
the band... 


RD: Yes, he did, but his enthusiasm is 
very infectious, and he's wonderful to 
be with on the road. He's always the 
first to get up in the morning, and he 
gets everybody going. As far as actually 
playing, | enjoyed playing very much 
with Sean, he's good, but I d have to 


put Eddie at the top, with Tjarko and 
this kid I'm playing with now right up 
there with Sean. 


Brut: Are you still playing the Schechter 
Strat with the tele neck? 


RD: Yes, that's exactly what it is, a 
Schechter Strat that has a tele-shaped 
neck. 


Brut: How about your amp? 


RD: I'm playing out of a Dual Profes- 
sional (ED NOTE: Fender custom shop 
hot-rodded amp), which I got from that 
music store (Southworth's) around 
Christmas '96. It's a very powerful and 
very expensive amp that's easy to get a 
great sound from. 


Brut: Back to the music. We've read tons 
of interviews with you over the years, 
and we'll try not to ask the same old 
questions, if that's possible. Here's one: 
What would be in a boxed set of the Best 
of Ronnie Dawson from the 60's through 
the mid-80's? | know you played on sev- 
eral hit singles - 'Hey Baby' by Delbert 
McClinton and 'Hey Paula', the drums on 
both of those. 


RD: Actually, "Hey Baby" was by Bruce 
Chanel. 


Brut: That's right... McClinton played har- 
monica on it. 


BRUTARIAN 


| RD: That's right. 

| There really wasn't 
much to 'Hey Paula' 
(laughs). With 'Hey 

| Baby’, we had a good 
feeling about that 
one, we thought 

| we'd struck a groove 
that was a little bit 
different. We thought 
that had a good 
chance of being a hit. 
Bruce was really a 
good singer and a 
good artist. We were 
doing assembly line 
stuff, getting in the 
studio, doing songs for $5 apiece for 
this guy named Major Bill Smith, who 
was this local Ft. Worth Colonel Parker 
type of promoter and record producer. 
He was recording quite a lot of people, 
one after another. We sometimes did- 
n't keep track of who we were record- 
Ing with. 

Brut: Back to the boxed set idea - a Best 
of Ronnie Dawson for the 60's through 
mid-80's? 

RD: That will remain a surprise — it has- 
n't come out yet! 


Brut: Will there be material from Steel 
Rail (RD's 70's country-rock band) on it? 


RD: Well, we're trying to negotiate that 
stuff right now. 


Brut: You don t have the rights to it? 


RD: No, unfortunately, we trusted this 
very good friend of ours, who suddenly 
disappeared. The next thing we know, 
all these years have passed, with no 
trace of him. We just located him, less 
than a year ago. Now, it's a matter of 
taking time out from touring, and 
going over and seeing what we can get 
from him. He has the masters. Hope- 
fully, we could call your boxed set Ron- 
nie Dawson - The Steel Rail Years 


Brut: Question about the 70's for you? 


[nterview with Ronnie Pawson 


During the early to mid 70's, that West 
Coast madman Ronnie Weiser rediscov- 
ered quite a few Texas rockabilly artists, 
and recorded them on his homemade 
Rollin' Rock label - primarily Ray Campi 
and his buddies, it seemed. Weiser seems 
to be such a great rockabilly fanatic and 
aficionado, | was just wondering...did he 
ever contact you about recording for 
him?....or were you busy with Steel Rail 
and other projects? 


RD: He is a wonderful, enthusiastic fel- 
low. We just saw him at a gig in Las 
Vegas, right before Viva Las Vegas 
started. He brought a lot of people to 
see us, and he's a wonderful guy, but 
actually, no, he never called me. Even if 
he had, that's not really the philosophy 
that I'm after. I'm more modern than 
that, l've never been interested in 
doing stuff that sounds like it was cut 
in my living room. 

Brut: That's true, the production of much 


of the 70's Rollin' Rock stuff sounded very 
amateurish. 


RD: Don't get me wrong, they're good, 
I'm not putting them down, because 
they're friends of mine, but that’s just 
not what | would do. I’m will- 
ing to do my own stuff. | knew 
exactly what | wanted to do, 
so | set out to do it. 


Brut: Most of those guys, Ray 
Campi excluded, were never 
heard from again. 


RD: Yeah, but so much of that 
has to do with whether you 
get promoted properly. Also, 
most of those guys stopped 
touring. 


Brut: Do you happen to know 
whatever happened to Colin 
Winski? (ED NOTE: Rollin' Rock 
artist from 70's and 80's) 

RD: | don t know, but | hope 
he went to Mars! (laughs) 


Brut: | thought he put out one 
great album on the Tacoma label 
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in the early 80's (Rock Therapy). 


RD: | met him once overseas. It was not 
what I'd call a great meeting. That's all 
「m gonna say! 

Brut: One question I gotta ask - and I'm 
sure you get asked it all the time - I've 
been reading this great book, Unknown 
Legends of Rock & Roll, which has a chap- 
ter on you. In this book, it claims that, 
while you were playing the Dallas version 
of the Opry (Big D Jamboree), Elvis Pres- 
ley did not want to follow you on stage. 


Now, you deny this іп the book, but 1 was 
just wondering... 


RD (laughing) -Yes, everybody asks me 
about this! Johnny Hickson, who used 
to MC that show - he just passed away 
last year, a wonderful fellow — he was a 
tremendous fan of mine. He told some- 
body in an interview that nobody 
wanted to follow that little guy — even 
Elvis! | don't think that Elvis was really 
worried about anybody else at that 
point! Besides, | was always on the first 
part of the show, while Elvis was on 
last, so there was no possibility of that 
ever happening anyway. 
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BRUT: Another question - | recently saw 
an ad for a CD by Johnny Dollar, of old 
50's rock & roll from Texas. In the ad, it 
claims that he was one of Ronnie Daw- 
son's earliest influences. True? 


RD: No, | wasn t influenced by him, if 
you hear his songs, then mine, you ‘ll 
see there's no similarity there. What the 
story on Johnny Dollar is - he was man- 
aged by the same people - the Big D 
Artists Service Bureau, which was the 
Big D Jamboree's management com- 
pany. Johnny was a wonderful guy, 
who ended up selling some records 
back then. They gave me some demos 
he had done including Rockin' Bones 
and Action Packed. | learned those 
songs and did them - but a different 
way. First of all, my voice was a whole 
lot higher, | sounded like a kid. He 
sounded more like Elvis. If you listen to 
our versions, the different arrange- 
ments, you can tell that he really wasn't 
an influence on me. Elvis, for that mat- 
ter, didn't really influence me, either. 
My influences come from my family. | 
was raised on music. If | had to name 
anybody who really may 
have had an influence on 
me, l'd say Lefty Frizzell or 
Hank Williams...or some of 
the black artists | listened 
to and liked. 


Brut: It seemed almost 
inevitable that you were 
going to get into music, as 
both of your parents were 
very musical. 


RD: Yes, actually, my 
father was a failure in the 
business. He played 
about 5-6 years and had 
a wonderful Western 
swing band, but he just 
couldn' t make it work. 
Then, they had a bad 
wreck one night that 
killed a couple of guys in 


the band, and he never really came 
back from that. 


Brut: Your mother was in a Pentecostal 
church choir, right? 


RD: That's right, God rest her soul! 


Brut: Did she ever give you any grief 
about getting into rock & roll, playing the 
Devil's music? 

RD: Yes, a little bit. But my dad was so 
enthusiastic about it. | was so enam- 
ored with him, and he had never really 
stroked me at all until | started playing 
music. 'Cause I had a brother who was 
an athlete and he was great, and that's 
all | used to hear, "Louis this, Louis 
that, Louis, the great baseball player!” 
Well, what about Ronnie? Well, he's 
coming along... When I started to play 
music, boy, that got his ear! So my 
mom had her few words to say, but he 
was pretty much the boss, and eventu- 
ally, she ended up being my #1 fan! 


Brut: | figured she did. When I saw she 
was a Pentecostal, | thought there may 
have been some friction. 


RD: Yeah, just a little bit in the begin- 
ning, because she didn't t quite under- 
stand it all. You gotta understand that 
rock & roll was brand new back then. 
It's like people listening to punk music 
today, going oh God, what is that? 


Brut: Question ~ І saw a recently released 
CD, Gene Vincent - The Lost Dallas Ses- 
sions featuring Ronnie Dawson on one cut 
(‘Hey Mama ', or is it ‘Say Mama’ ?). 
What's the story on that? 

RD: Gene came in the studio one day, 
and asked me and my band to lay 
down a scratch track with him on a 
new song he'd just written. That one 
song is all we cut, and l've been won- 
dering over the years where the tape 
went. 


Brut: Well, they're using you as a selling 
point for the CD now. Another question: 
We're in the process of reviewing some 
CD's for this upcoming issue of the maga- 


zine. Do you know or have you played 
with Darrel Higham of Great Britain? 


RD: Sounds familiar, I've probably 
played with him somewhere... 


Brut: One of the better Brit rockabillies, 
although he has somewhat of an Eddie 
Cochran obsession, to the point of having 
mutilated a Gretsch 6120, to put a P-90 
pickup in the neck position, just like 
Eddie's guitar. | m reviewing about 4 of 
his albums, and 1 like his stuff. Voice 
sounds like Eddie, Elvis, with a little Brian 
Setzer tossed in. 


RD: I'm sure I've probably played with 
him, but | m not familiar offhand. If 
he's that much of a copy, he may not 
have impressed me. Remember, | saw 
most of the originals in the flesh! 


Brut: Very true. I’m wondering if anyone's 
ever mentioned this. My very first impres- 
sion of you, on the initial cut on the Still A 
Lotta Rhythm LP, 'This is the Night', was 
that you were kind of a Texas version of 
Jerry Lee Lewis, only assaulting a guitar 
instead of a piano. 


RD: Actually, yes, that has been said 
before. I've never met the man, and, 
based on what I heard, I’m not sure I'd 
want to walk across the street to meet 
him, but...we both came out of the 
same church, and you know....you 
grow up with that stuff and it's in your 
bones. 


Brut: My other first impression from the 
first 2 LP's of yours that | got was that it's 
really impossible to accurately describe 
your music in terms of trying to pigeon- 
hole you in a genre. It's like Country & 
Western, R&B, blues, and Rockabilly all 
thrown in together. For convenience, they 
seem to lump you in with the rockabilly 
types. Have you been approached 
recently with any offer for you to, let's 
say, cut a straight country or a straight 
blues record? (ED NOTE: which he's fully 
capable of doing!) 


RD: No, not recently, but that has hap- 
pened to me a couple of times in my 
career, and frankly, it's an awful feel- 
ing, like you're trapped. The last time | 
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did something like that was when | did 
a country thing with Billy Sherrill in 
Nashville. | got talked into it by my 
manager at the time. The experience 
itself was alright, and... again, this stuff 
IS probably gonna surface at some 
point — we actually did a live album 
that Columbia recorded, but they 
apparently never intended to put the 
damn thing out. It was one of those 
things - Billy Sherrill wanted to come to 
Dallas to go to a Cowboys game, so 
that's how he was able to do it. 


Brut: | guess Sherrill was, at that time, 

the big hot producer in Nashville - he was 
doing Tammy (Wynette) and George 
Jones and the like. 

RD: That's right...and that's who he was 
really after, because that's all he talked 
about. He never talked about us...it was 
just 1 gotta sign George’ or 1 gotta get 
Charlie Rich...', while | was thinking 
well what about the Boy here?' 


Brut: Well, we re thrilled to be able to talk 
with you, and we'll send you a сору of 
the magazine when this interview comes 
out. 


RD: Do you guys have the new CD? 
Brut: Yes, we just got it. 
RD: Do you have any favorites on it? 


Brut: Well, ! just got it and I really haven't 
lived with it too long yet, it's kinda hard 
to remember the titles... will say this — it's 
an entirely different production sound 
than you got out of the Toe Rag Studio. 


RD: And that was meant to be. We 
can't change too much, to the point of 
maybe losing some of our hardcore 
fans....and we might lose some fans 
here, who think this might sound too 
slick. 


BRUT (now with new CD in hand) - Let's 
see, | liked ‘Toe Up From The Но Up’, that 
barbecue number,...it looks like less cover 
songs on this one than in the past. 


RD: Well, actually, since those first two 
LP's you talked about, I've been doing 
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mostly originals. ..especially from Just 
Rockin' & Rollin' on. 


Brut: What about the number, Big Mac 
Attack ? Has McDonald's contacted you 
about using this for an ad yet? 


RD: You know, funny you should men- 
tion that...a friend of mine called me 
last week, pretending to be an execu- 
tive from McDonald's, making me an 
offer to use that song in a commer- 
Cial...but he was just putting me on. 


Brut: He tricked you? 


RD: Yeah, he was using a very busi- 
nesslike voice, telling me they wanted 
to use it in a marketing campaign. He 
had me going there, but then he 
started laughing! You notice we took 
the Big off the Big Mac to avoid any 
possible confusion. (ED NOTE: The 
song's title is Big Mac Attack as listed 


on the CD itself, but Mac Attack on the 


CD cover/Jacket.) 
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Brut: Interesting cover, you sitting there 
with that big plate of sausages and all 
those goodies. 


RD: Well, the people that know me, 
know | m a... 


Brut: Vegetarian? 


RD: Not exactly, but | don't eat that 
crap! (Laughs) 

Brut: We assumed from the comment on 
your website about running 10 miles a 
day and drinking that concoction of apple, 
carrot and spinach juices, that you were a 
vegetarian! 

RD: | was for a number of years...but | 
found out that when I was traveling on 
the road all the time, that diet was 
making me lose weight, and | m already 
a very slim person....so | started eating 
fish and a little chicken, but that's all as 
far as meat goes. 


Brut: We assume you've seen 'Primary 
Colors'? (ED NOTE: Ronnie's song 'Yum 
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Yum' is in the movie soundtrack.) 
RD: Oh yes! 


Brut: It made me kind of sit right up, that 
scene, when I heard your music playing...it 
was hey, that's Ronnie 

Dawson playing there! 

RD: Yes, we knew about that, my wife 
and |, and we were the last ones in the 
theater, sitting there watching all the 
credits. 


Brut: That must have been real thrill, see- 
ing your name in the film credits. 


RD: Quite. Yes indeed. 


Brut: Well, we've run out of questions, 
and we d just like to say that this has 
been a real pleasure talking wi th you. 


RD: It has been my pleasure! 


Brut: Thank you, thank you Sir, and God 
bless you! 


RD: God bless you! ш 
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МОМЕ MEMORABILIA ann VIDEO RENTALS-BY-MAIL 
В) MOVIE POSTERS - COLLECTABLES - IMPORTED & 
у 4 DOMESTIC BOOKS AND MAGAZINES - OUT OF 
PRINT VIDEOS FOR SALE - SOUNDTRACKS - 
AUTOGRAPHS - T-SHIRTS - MEXICAN AND 
U.S. WRESTLING STUFF AND MUCH MORE 
. OVER 3,000 RARE, OUT-OF-PRINT & 
HARD TO FIND HORROR, SCHLOCK, 


EXPLOITATION AND CULT FILMS 


All available to inexpensively rent through our 
rent-by-mail service to anywhere in the U.S.A. 
Our ILLUSTRATED MERCHANDISE CATALOG averages over 2,000 
Movie Related Items. Опе can be yours for ONLY $3.00 155.00 Foreign! 
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160 pages of politically incorrect fun! ' VIDEO RENTAL. REFERENCE 
Е 
ILLUSTRATED REFERENCE 


REVIEW GUIDE 


RENTAL AND REVIEW BOOK TO 
VIDEO WASTELAND OVER 2,500 FILMS WE OFFER IS 


ONLY $13.00 [$18.00 Foreign] 
214 FAIR STREET Get our Review Book and Merchandise 
BEREA, OH. 44017 


Catalog both for only $14.00 [$20 Foreign] 
PHONE (440) 891-1920 шөге інді 
Monday - Ғгідау 1pm to 9pm EST 
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OUR AWARD WINNING WEB SIGHT 
We buy [or trade for] movie collectables, FEATURES SECURE ON LINE ORDERING 
posters, video tapes, autographs etc. 


www.videowasteland.com 


finally, 


interviewed by Dom Salemi 


Yeah, and we're not saying that because Harpo's "Shake Your Hips," 


we plan to stay at the band's house to save incendiary in its out-of-control 


money when we visit them later in the year; way as The Stone's languorous 


they really are good. A wild three-piece interpolation. Yes, "out of con- 


raunchy blues rock ensemble kicking it in a trol" is the operative term here; this 


sloppy, sloppy vein. Which is good good, 
good. Check out that feedback soaked, 


trio swings so madly things always 


seem on the.verge of coming apart. So 


cheesy farfisa-laced opener, "Come & See we thought we'd give these madcats a 


My Friends." Proceed immediately to call in Paris and see what's up with all 


"99" with its blat (as opposed to blown) this hot craziness. Nic, the putative leader 


"harmonicaisms" and mindless up- of the trio did all the talking as he was 


and-down run-on bass play. Take a the only one who spoke some 


gander at the hyper-drive cover of Slim English. 


Brut: Tell us something about the band's origins, i.e., 
where and how it all started? 


Nic: The Square split was 
just a question of ego, | 
think. We've never heard 
about that page!!! Any infor- 
mation about it would be wel- 
come. 


Nic: Stan and | ‘ve been playin’ together since we 
were teens. We were at school together in Nancy, a 
small town in the east of France. We formed several 
mod'n'punk bands (77 English scene inspired) before we 
discovered the Medway scene in 84. At this time we 
wanted to sound like the Prisoners and the Milkshakes. In 
89, Oli, whom we met a few years ago, was back from 
London where he had played with the Headcoats! He was 
a bassist but we needed a drummer so he learned drums 
and a few months later we were recording the 1ST the split. From Medway and sixties garage to 
SQUARE LP in Red Studio Rochester with Mister Bruce 2 bands like Gories, Cheater Slicks and the OBLI- 
Brand as producer. Then Stan and | formed Thunder- С —MNMEVIANS the best band of the 90s. Moreover, Oli had 
crack, tried and fired a few drummers, and eventually iu a big influence on the Square music and sound. 
chose Jay a young stupid wanker from our district. Because we had no money and Toe Rag was 
Closed, we decided to record the 1st Thundercrack 
album at home with a digital shit machine. 


Brut: Speaking of the Squares, the new 
outfit calling itself Thundercrack,really is 
a big improvement, what have you done 

differently? 


Nic: Our main influences changed a bit after 


Brut: What happened to the Squares? Why did the home 
page disappear from the Internet? 
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that doesn't suck 


It took 2 days of pure energy . We 
made absolutely everything by our- 
selves and fortunately, it turned out 
just the way we wanted. 


Brut: The name of the band comes 
from a creepy little homosexual horror 
film, yes? Are you schlock and horror 
film fans? 


Nic: We sure are although the film 
itself is a fuzzy memory. We saw it 
after a Square gig in London at Josh 
Collins House. The film had a strange 
tone and overall left an odd taste in my 
mouth! | used to like British horror 
films but I’m not a fan or a collector. 
Neither are Stan and Jay. At the 
moment I'm more interested in Blax- 
ploitation stuff but videos are expen- 
sive here. 


Brut: We've tried to figure out the 
lyrics but can't, what are some of your 
lyrical concerns and how does a song 
go about getting composed? 


Nic: | try my best to sound as English 
as possible (yes this is english!!!). The 
lyrics are pure philosophical master- 
pieces about sex and frustration. To 
compose we jam singing with yogurt 
in our mouths 'till good comes out of 
the mess. Sometimes, actually quite 
often, it is simply a rip off. 


Brut: Why are there so few great 
French rock and roll bands? Is there 
something in the water? And if we're 
off base here, clue us into some of 
the great French sounds we've been 
missing. 

Nic: R'n'R is not a part of the culture 
here. For French people lyrics are very 
important. It'S got to mean something, 
it's got to "say" something interesting. 


In r'n'r it's only got to swing. As for 
French rock, the only band that | really 
dig are the Splash 4. 


Brut: The band Date Bait, formed 
from The Slickee Boys (who we hear 


are much admired in France) says 
hello. 


Nic: | remember the Slickee Boys. They 
played at Chez Paulette, a famous 
club in our country. In fact, "When | 
go to the Beach" was a kind of hymn 
in our parties... 


Brut: Is one of the reasons you're 
attracted to rock and roll the fact that 
there are no rules? That you can 
pretty much say it the way you want 
to and not have to worry about the 


WHO'S NEXT, IT AIN'T. 


AS. 
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music and lyrics having a particular 
structure? 


Nic: Yes there's a bit of that. It's hard to 
explain why we love it so much. | got a 
few idea but it would sound to pathetic. 
I'm not sure there's no rules at all 
because as far as i'm concerned I’m 
influenced by the bands I like. Try to 
sound a bit like them so there's your 
structure or your rules or what have 
you. 


Brut: Are you guys at all bitter about 
the music business? A lot of good 
bands like yourselves end up not at all 
wealthy, whereas absolute morons like, 
oh you fill in the blanks, get rich fairly 
quickly. And as a corollary question, 
just how sleazy is the music business? 
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Nic: We're not bitter because we have 
no ambition to enter that f'ing busi- 
ness. A few years ago we couldn't even 
expect to make a record. Fortunately, 
small labels do a very good job. In all 
respects. 


Brutarian: If you guys were to make a 
movie, what kind would it be? 


Nic: As an actor, definitely a porn 
movie. This despite the fact that my 
rude muscle is hardly the equal of 
Johnny Wadd's. I'd love to do a docu- 
mentary on the tribes of New Guinea, 
actually. 


Brutarian: Tell us something about your 
blues influences. Any comments on the 
Fat Possum label, which has T-Model 
Ford, Junior Kimbrough and R.L. Burn- 
side on it? 

Nic: Black music is definitely what we 
dig the most and is our main influence, 
especially blues - John Lee Hooker, 
Muddy Waters, Slim Harpo, Doc Ross, 
etc. Fat Possum is the best label mining 


THINGS.. » Aaron Warner & Linc Polderman 
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"L HOPE YOU GET AS MUCH USE OUT OF THAT 
SHIRT AS I DID. IT SOAKS UP SPILLED BEER 
AND VOMIT LIKE YOU WOULDN'T BELIEVE!" 


this vein as far as we're concerned. | 
had the honour of supporting Burnside 
with my one man band. Bob Log is 
great too. Blues is definitely it; although 
presently I'm listening to a lot of early 
funk stuff. 


Brutarian: If you guys were to make it 
big on the order of the Stones or even a 
U-2 do you think it would affect your 
work? Is too much money bad for art? 


Nic: It must be fun to become rich and 
famous but to be honest if this were to 
happen we would probably become 
more lazy than we already are. So we 
wouldn't stay rich and famous for a 
long time... Money is good for any 
body and it doesn't hurt your art. 
Somebody with talent will always be 
somebody with talent. This is a moot 
point anyway as rock'n'roll is not art. 
So we don't think of ourselves as 
artists. We just want to entertain as 
well as we can. 


Brutarian: When did you guys know 
you were good? Know 
you could kick an aud- 
ience's ass? 


Nic: As any band we 
can be good but we 
can be crap too. With 
the Squares we had 
great gigs in famous 
places like Vera in Hol- 
land and St John's Tav- 
ern in London. When 
you succeed there you 
know that you're not 
totaly bad. |"т certain 
that Thundercrack can 
be a blast. Really it’s a 
tough question. The 
important thing is to 
keep getting better. 


Brutarian: Is being a 
rock band more about 
acting or communicat- 
ing? 


Nic: Being a rock band 


and having the feeling you're not 
totally a square moron. A minimum of 
communication is necessary to make 
people know that you exist апа l'm 
talking more along the lines of publicity 
here. 


Brutarian: How do you stay sane on the 
road? How do you manage to stay 
faithful to your wives and girlfriends? 
There must be a lot of temptation out 
there. 


Nic: We try to put sanity on hold when 
we're on the road. Except for sex. We 
must be ugly or square or some damn 
thing because the chicks don't really 
seem to be interested in any hidden 
charms we may or may not have. Ш 


|| 
| Wooden 
Druthers 


by E. R. Stewart art by Fernando Cuestas 


H. always had the knife. It was one of those penknives, they called them. The blades fold into the handle for safe pocketing. His was so old the main 
blade was getting skinny from all the stroppings, all the accumulated minutes spent spiraling on the grindstone. The small blade he used for detail work, 
but the bigger blade could work even hard woods, so both must have been razor sharp and of the hardest stainless steel. 

Not that it was an expensive knife; he couldn't even afford shoes, that boy. At age eight, he wandered town barefoot even when there was frost or 
snow. Many locals had discussed the power of those little feet. They must have some pretty big power to withstand the slush he walked them through, 
the ice he skated them over, and the drifts he kicked when the real snow came. A tough little kid, all the folk thereabouts agreed. 

Where he got the knife is not known. He entered town one cold day, carrying it and whittling on a piece of pine. Town wasn't much back then, both 
sides of it only a house deep at the time, and the road not even paved with MacAdam then; all the improvements and expansions came much later. Todd 
Meacham, his lower lip sucked in from sight as he concentrated on peeling off flakes of wood with his knife, probably didn't even notice that town's lack 
of things, or even its wealth of poverty and neglect. 
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POOR IDIOT’S | 
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SHARPENED MY 
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o-Fidelity ALLS 
e voted the best new band in England on the basis of a 
b singles. Now they've released their debut disc state- 
side (hot on the heels of its rapturous reception in the U.K.) on 
an unsuspecting public stamping it with the far-from-staid title: 


How ТО OPERATE WITH А BLown Maino. 


So how does one operate in such a man- 
ner? Well, come up with a number of 
infectious rhythms, then sit in the studio | 
for a couple of weeks decorating with ” 
layer upon layer of equally infectious _ | 
melodic lines, samples, funky bass loops, 
the occasional disembodied diva wall, 
arresting electronic fragments, some 
world-weary poetic pronouncements dis- 
guised as vocals and there you have it. 
Big beat to you, punk past to those in 
the know. Audio dynamite collage set 
amidst a backdrop of huge huge dance- 
able funk rock grooves. For the faster 
bits. These Allstars also indulge in wiggy | 
velvet soul slowdowns and laconic psy- C | 

chedelic phantasmagorias. Whatever and 4 7 E 11% Pe 
however you choose to describe these | 2... : 
fab sounds it's da bomb, my man. 


Recently, The Allstars brought the tour 
bus to DC and, after being given permis- 
sion to attend a soundcheck, we talked 
to the group's co-founder and guiding 
light, The Albino Priest. Of course, that's 
not his real name, but this is show busi- 
ness and what do you care what this 
young maverick calls himself. We cer- | 
tainly don't care and since we didn't | - 
have to call him Albino or Mr. Priest we 

were down with it. 


Brutarian: Looking at your brief bio sent 
to us by the record company, it appears 


Phil Waf 
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Lo-Fidelitu AllStars 


as if you were almost destined to wind 
up in the music business in some capac- 
ity. Your father owned a jazz club and 
was personal friends with Mingus and a 
few other notables. 

Priest: Yeah, it was just a small one in 
Leeds but we got to see greats like 
Roland Kirk and Thelonius Monk. I did- 
n't realize it then but now | see that a 
lot of this had a great deal of influence 
on my music. Again, my father was 
friends with a number of the musicians 
but | didn't get to meet them person- 
ally. But | grew up with so much of this 
wonderful music. 


Brutarian: Is your father still alive? 


he'd start improvising. 
playing a religious. pi 


playing "Fly Me To The 
things like that. It was quite. 
quite interesting. | 
Brutarian: Does he like wha 
doing? | 
Priest: Oh yeah. He loves it. Mum and 
Dad come to all the shows. Évery time 
we play close to home they're there 
dancing. They both like to dance. It's 
great having their support. 

Brutarian: How are you and the guys 
soldiering on. We're informed that the 
vocalist, and the man behind those 
noirish bits of poesy, has left as well as 
one of the musicians. 

Priest: We're doing alright as the men 
who actually left didn't write any of the 
music on the album. Dave wrote the 
lyrics and did the vocals but Matt didn't 
write at all and again, the people who 
are left are the musical composers. 
Brutarian: The lyrical content seemed 
so indelibly wed to the music though. 
Priest: Well, it's a moot point anyway, 
but the new lad who has come into the 
band writes for his vocals and the band 
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was planning on changing its style for 
the new album. We were going to 
bring some people to work with Dave 
for the change in direction so actually 
even with his leaving things are work- 
ing out. Dave wanted to be a straight- 
up front man for a guitar band and 
that's not us. That's what made us dif- 
ferent: no guitars. 
Brutarian: Yes, you've commented on 
that. "We have no guitars and we're 
not a rock band." But you do rock. 
When you're doing the faster bits you 
do want to get up and dance, to rock 
dance really. 
Priest: Oh yeah. We've always said we 
were a dance band anyway. It's the 
background we come from. The rock 
came later. We grew up with hip-hop 
se and funk. Rock isn't really a 
d we just didn't want people 
ar that word applied to us because 
omes with some preconceptions as 
what we're going to be like. But if 
le hear we're a dance band with 
ims, bass and vocals then they're 
be shocked by it all. Kind of 


the best of both worlds really. 


Brutarian: Now the initial impulse to 
create, what galvanized you to com- 
pose, was the fact that you weren't 
enjoying the records you were buying? 


Priest: Yeah, we didn't really like what 
was coming out at the time when we 
were dj'ing. So "Kool Rock Bass" was 
the first thing we wrote because we 
wanted to play something we liked, 
really liked at clubs and then we went 
on from there. We're developing more 
and more now after three years 
together. And we're excited about the 
new direction because the vocals and 
lyrics are more rhythmical whereas with 
Dave it was more of a monologue 
placed atop things. 

Brutarian: Well tell us something about 
your manner of composing. Is there a 
method to all this madness? You spoke 
about all the members of the band hav- 


ing a different vision so how does any- 
thing ever get done? 


Priest: It's mainly me and Johnny. For 
the first half of the album | wrote on 
the computer in my bedroom. I did all 
the arrangements, decided where 
everything was going to go and the 
band would just come in and play and 
Dave would put down his vocal contri- 
butions. Now Johnny and | can write 
together as we've found we have simi- 
lar tastes. So we start in my bedroom 
which now has a sampler along with 
the computer and we put down a really 
rough arrangement. Then we go next 
door to the other bedroom where the 
albums are recorded - it's a big studio - 
and the band will come down and lis- 
ten to what we have and say "Well, I 
have something that might really fit 
here." The samples are primarily the 
result of Johnny and myself. 


Brutarian: Sampling has resulted in a 
few problems? 


Priest: It's interesting. | don't mind 
paying royalties especially for some- 
thing from the 60s and the 70s that 
made no money at all. It's the big 
bands that are really greedy. You've 
heard about our problems with The 
Breeders on the single for example. So 
the version of that song on the album 
is without The Breeders' sample and 
it's just as good if not better so you 
can see how petty the whole argument 
was. We had to even change the song 
title " Disco Machine Gun" because the 
lawyers said machine gun and cannon- 
ball the name of the Breeders' single 
from which we sampled was in the 
same realm of "shooting.". And we 
could have fought in the courts 


Brutarian: Don't you love lawyers? 


Priest: Oh yeah and what a nightmare, 
you know? 

Brutarian: You think the band would 
be happy that someone younger than 
themselves would like their music 
enough to essentially pay homage to it. 
Priest: True and I'm waiting for the day 
when someone samples us as long as 


they don't take the whole bit. 


Brutarian: Your first tour of North 
America any impressions? 

Priest: We love it: Chicago, Toronto, 
Montreal, Boston, New York. The 
response has been incredible. The Bow- 
ery Ballroom in New York a real high- 
light. They're there must have been five 
hundred people there. We have been 
shocked by the enthusiasm. Our first 
date in Chicago, we didn't expect 
much of a crowd and we got three 
hundred people. We love the music we 
make; it's something we would buy, 
you understand, but to see this kind of 
response, it's gratifying but we are very 
surprised. 

Brutarian: Well, you're used to getting 
crowds in your native country; I'm told 
you're becoming quite the celebrities. 


Has becoming popular affected your 
life in any way? 


Priest: I'm alright in Leeds because all 
our friends are really good with it but it 
can get quite strange. We keep to our- 
selves really. We've never been the 
show biz types. We don't do album 
launches . . .We meet and greet a 
number of people . . . 


Brutarian: Friendly but not familiar . . . 


Priest: Exactly. 


Brutarian: Are you surprised that the 
better clubs stateside are letting you 
play despite your penchant for burning 
turntables? 


Priest: Dominick, you know it was only 
the one. We've said to all and sundry 
that we'd never do it again. It was an 
old turntable that we were going to 
get rid of anyway. We just decided to 
set fire to it at the very last minute. We 
threw some lighter fluid on it at the 
end of the show and the whole table 
went up. It was a quite mad experience 
really. An amazing ending with the 
flames so high... 


Brutarian: You're very particular, very 
demanding and you've mentioned 


about going to sleep even after some- 
thing's in the can still having misgiv- 
ings. Are you satisfied with your 
debut? 


Priest: Nobody is dissatisfied with it 
and even when we were first record- 
ing, first working on the tracks, | would 
take a tape home and play it and stay 
up quite late saying to myself, "This is 
amazing, " as if it was somebody else's 
music. Which is why I don't listen to 
music anymore when l'm trying to 
sleep. But по, I'm quite happy with the 
way the album turned out. 

Brutarian: But five years from now, 
given your penchant for experimenta- 
tion we'll hear different versions of the 
songs? 

Priest: Oh yeah, it's already happening. 
" Kool Roc Bass" for instance is played 
with maximum distortion and that's 
quite different. Not so much in the 
arrangement, small changes, adding a 


Ры 


it allows 


dio until ћ 
and Matt go on stage drunk. Matt is a 
child prodigy. Classically trained and he 
gave it all up when he discovered 
everything outside classical music. 
Nicely drunk on Jack Daniels makes his 
fingers loose for playing on stage. So 
yeah, we're a big drinking band. We 
like to drink. Especially in the studio. It 
makes everything more bearable when 
you're working through the night. Until 
two or three in the morning. | know it 
sounds like a really cheesy thing to say 
about drinking and creativity but... 


Brutarian: It's firmly rooted in the Eng- 
lish Romantic tradition...Coleridge and 

Byron were huge drunks. And speaking 
of drunks you have a reputation as bad 
boys but every interview or story I've 
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read about you speaks of how unfail- 
ingly polite you all are? 

Priest: Well, if you're from the north of 
England and you speak with an accent 
you just tend to get labeled as hooli- 
gans. It got tiresome especially when 
we played certain gigs and people 
would throw stuff at us because they'd 
heard that we'd kick the ass of any- 
body that did something like that 
which none of us have ever said but 
there it is...Brutarian: Punk paste, 

nice! What is it? It's just a term we 
came up for the music. Punk is the atti- 
tude, the do it yourself aesthetic. Paste 
is for cut and paste, for the mix and 
putting the samples together. 


Brutarian: And Big Beat? 


Priest: Ah a term referring to the 
Chemical Brothers and Fatboy Slim. I'm 
not sure how appropriate it ever was. 
The Chemical Brothers have certainly 
moved on to another level. In any case, 
it's a horrible term and with the first 
couple of singles we released people 
threw that tag on us. We knew, how- 
ever, that when the album came out, 
that people would see we were more 
than that. Although there have been a 
few critics here who have talked to us 
and asked, Tell us why is Big Beat so 
amazing?" Really annoying but we did- 
n't let on. We knew they were just 
using a designation the record com- 
pany had given them. If pressed to 
describe ourselves, we'd say we're a 
soul band above everything. We make 
soul music. People can laugh at that 
but that's how we view ourselves. 
Think of Isaac Hayes who has always 
been an inspiration. He often composes 
by starting with a minimal beat and 
builds and builds until seventy minutes 
later there's just a wall of noise. Some 
of his music is more psychedelic than 
anything I've heard from The 

Beatles. Ж 
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theater town. Arena Stage 
tours Russia with productions of 
Chekhov. The Signature fine-tunes big- 
budgeted musicals before they hit 
Broadway. The Shakespeare Theater 
finds the international press clamoring 
for passes on opening night. The 
natives, however, those in the know, 
are talking about a theater troupe call- 


Angel Shit 


ing itself Cherry Red. Who the fuck is 
Cherry Red? you ask. Exactly. Don't 
look to their press package. You won't 
find much. What you will find, though, 
is the company asking you for defini- 
tions. We don't use no stinkin' defini- 
tions. We at Brutarian use adjectives. 
Here's a few: nasty, funny, misan- 
thropic, pornographic, tasteless, con- 
frontational. Yes, yes, of course 
talented. That's a given. They've been 
outraging and shocking District audi- 
ences for a couple of years now; but 
their latest production, Cannibal 
Cheerleaders on Crack, is so jejune, so 
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declasse, so pointedly vulgar, it would 
fend John Waters. Alright, 

. Definitely not. Still, when 
you've got scantily clad babes playing 
with dildoes, naked men, simulated 
fellatio, spurting penises, arterial spray, 
simulated vomiting, beatings and stab- 
bings all served up as satire you can't 
help but be impressed. We at Brutarian 
are and have been. | mean, how can 


you not love a theater company, that 


sets Oscar Wilde's Faustian "Salome" 
in a trailer park? 


We've been trying to run down the 
misguiding lights behind the insanity 
but after refusing to take our calls for 
several months, pointedly ignoring our 
invitations to tea and cutting us on the 
boulevards, Messers lan Allen and Chris 
Griffin, after voicing much misgiving, 
broke down and agreed to talk with us. 
In their favorite watering hole. On our 
tab. 


Brutarian: Tell us how all this madness 
started and why. 


erry Red 


Not just 


It started with someone else 
entirely. | helped put on this 
event called "Wigs Over Washing- 

ton." Which was kind of a "Wig- 
stock D.C." thing and the person who 
was the major force behind that said, 
"Hey, let's start a theater company." 
Apparently, | hadn't learned my lesson 
from people, who asked me to get 
involved in big productions and then 
proceeded to do almost no work and 
so | agreed. lan had written a couple of 
plays and so we thought it would be a 
good place to start. Meanwhile, the 
guy who had this marvelous idea bailed 
Out. 


lan: After working with Chris, | was bit- 
ten by the bug; | realized it was possi- 
ble especially after "Tiger Mouth," the 
second production put on by Cherry 
Red. Which is curious as Chris didn't 
have anything to do with that show. 
Brutarian: These early shows, were they 
outrageous or... 

Chris: "The Queen's Chef" was about a 
serial killer who murdered to impress 
another guy's mother. So almost from 
the beginning there was something of 
a B-movie mentality at work. 

Brutarian: Adult-oriented B-theater, 
when did this concept take hold? 

Chris: “а say the last year or so. Defi- 
nitely now we're intent on producing 


another theater company 


work, as we state in our press release, 
which takes an irreverent approach to 
serious themes. 


lan: The psychotronic notion was 
always there really. And with our audi- 
ences getting larger and larger with 
each production, we began to sense 
that Washington theatergoers were, 
well, desperate for sleaze. 

Brutarian: How did it all evolve. Surely, 
you learned how to become more out- 
rageous? 

Chris: Well, the first three shows were 
already written. Then the last year or so 
lan started to write material specifically 
for Cherry Red... 


lan: Well, when we started to write for 
the press, to get attention, that’s when 
we started with the approach you see 
now. Shows that don't take themselves 
too seriously and that contain lots of 

· Sex, violence and nasty 
dialogue. 


Chris: But then we both 
had many of the same 
influences. Russ Meyers 
and John Waters. 
Brutarian: What was it 
about these writer- 
directors that rocked 
your boat? Was it the 
big breasts with Russ? 
Chris: Big breasts 
weren't an influence. So 
blatantly Freudian. And 
all that sex and violence 


lan: Which was Тип... And "Faster 
Pussycat" is John Waters' favorite film. 


Brutarian: But since he claims he only 
sees a film once, it's hard to take any- 
thing he says at face value. 


lan: As for Waters’ I'm not a great fan; 


although his name comes up a lot 
when people talk about Cherry Red... 
As for Meyers, the early more overtly 
sexual stuff | find much more interest- 
ing...” Super Vixens,” for example. 
Brutarian: Funny, because I’m watching 
your productions and thinking: “These 


guys have seen Beyond The Valley of 
the Dolls about seventy-five times. 


Chris: And you'd be very wrong 
because | don't even like that film. 
Brutarian: Really. With lines like "You're 
a cute boy; l'd love to strap you on 


sometime." Written by Pulitzer Prize 
winning critic Roger Ebert. 


lan: That fat queen! 


Brutarian: Alright, let's talk about 
Charles Ludlum a very obvious influ- 
ence. 


Chris: Well, I'm the Charles Ludlum fan. 
lan tends to get more on the weepy 
side and I'm more on the... 


Cannibal Cheerleaders on Crack 


lan: QUEER! 


Chris: So Ludlum was all about 
glitter... 


lan: And chick flicks . . . 


Chris: . . . and a classical theater sensi- 
bility blended with a refined taste for 
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bad movies. Га read a lot of Ludlum 
and then | went up to New York to see 
“Midsummer Night's Dream" and | 
laughed so hard | nearly ruined a pair 
of jeans. Every little detail, every little 
thing really . . . Oberon with dildo 
boots... when Titania and the fairies 
dressed as truckers with tutus... Yet 
they stuck to the script. Totally verba- 
tim. It was wonderful. 

Brutarian: Alright, lan, we know a little 
bit about you. Did growing up in a con- 
servative town like Salt Lake City have 
anything to do with your present need 
to spring these remarkable audacities 
on an otherwise unsuspecting public? 
lan: Well, it is an interesting town. It 
has the highest per capita under eigh- 
teen population of almost any city. And 
these kids aren’t all too thrilled with the 
Mormon Church. So you have a really 
strong rebel culture there. 


Brutarian: Rebels without a clue. It is 
Utah after all. 


lan: No, no. A big drug cul- 
ture. 


Brutarian: In Salt Lake City? 
Don’t they have a 5 PM curfew 
for everyone under twenty- 
seven? 


lan: You go there on a plane 
flight and have a layover and 
you'll never see it. It’s all 
underground and it is amaz- 
ing. So | really like Salt Lake in 
some ways. But then I finished 
high school in Montreal one of 
the most liberal cities on the planet so 
really, | had extremely liberal influences 


Brutarian: Your audience. What are you 
looking for? Are you preaching to the 
converted? Those who have come to 
bad taste by virtue of first cultivating 
very very good taste? Oris it just a 
matter of epater le bourgeoise? 
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Chris: No, no. This is why our latest 
production is set in a bar. We're big 
rock fans. We want rock fans. 


Brutarian: That's still a pretty wide net. 


Do you want Black Sabbath, Led Zep, 
Rolling Stones fans. Or Crosby Stills 
Nash... 

Chris: Rock. Not CS&N. Don't be 
ridiculous. ..L7... nasty, grungy kind of 
ОСК. 


lan: We're not trying to change the 
mindset of the audience. We're trying 
to make our own audience. We want 
to bring in people who normally don't 
enjoy theater, people who think the- 
ater sucks. There aren't many compa- 
nies in the area doing underground 
work here and those that are doing it 
are not doing it terribly well. 


Brutarian: At the performance | saw, 
the audience was fairly diverse, young 


Salome updated. . 
pdated. . ' 


and old and they were pretty 
impressed... 


Chris: Which is more than we can say 
for your date and her feelings for 
you... 


Brutarian: What do you mean? She 
liked me... 


Chris: You shouldn't have told her 
about kissing that boy ... 


Brutarian: Hey, | didn't know, it was a 


32 


"Crying Game" kind of thing ... 

Chris: Sure, that's what they all say ... 
Brutarian: It was a mistake, I’m sorry ... 
Chris: Yeah, yeah ... 


lan: But in talking about our audience, 
we kid and say we want freaks but 
we're looking for the open-minded. 


Chris: We do get a normal theater 
crowd at times too. 


Brutarian: Really? 


Chris: Don't start, boy-kisser! Yes, we 
do. Just look at Salome. 


lan: Still, the people who buy subscrip- 
tions to the Shakespeare Theater are 
not going to patronize us. 


Brutarian: But they might go to see an 
outrageous production of Wilde. 


Chris: Although it still seems very 
divided as far as D.C., or anywhere 
outside of New York or L.A. or 
Chicago as to what the theater-going 
public will do. It's a bit more provincial 
here and we want the people who 
normally would go to clubs to come to 
a "club" and see theater. Whereas in 
the bigger cities we'd look to attract a 
theater crowd as well. 

Brutarian: So why not move to an area 
with a more diverse, more sophisti- 
cated audience? 

Chris: Well then, we'd miss watching 
you bloom as a homosexual . . . 
Brutarian: Alrighty then, do you think 
that scatology and sex and sleaze can 
have a liberating effect on the hide- 
bound personality? Or does it have a 
distancing affect? 

lan: | would hope it could. | know that 
in some of my writing it purges some 
of the shame | normally am supposed 
to feel. 

Brutarian: Well, | don't know why any- 
one after attending Salome, for exam- 
ple, who wouldn't be able to say to 
themselves: "It's alright. After all. What 
| wear. The words | use. It's honest 
expression and if you want to condemn 


me for that well go ahead." I’m 
reduced to tears, here. Forgive this 


Natasha 


unmanly display. Let's talk about 
Salome. Who was the idiot-visionary 
who placed this otiose valentine in a 
trailer park? 


lan: We were originally doing it with 
another theater company and we were 
playing with the idea of where to set it. 
Film noir and a "Maltese Falcon" feel 
was bandied about. A couple of years 
ago | did it in Northern Virginia One 
Act Festival and set it on the Moon. 
Simon was an astronaut and King 
Herod had two heads. 


Brutarian: It was a nice touch having 
Salome do her seven veils thing to the 
theme song from Faster Pussycat! Kill! 
Kill! And taking something so stylized, 
with language so precious and putting 
it in a trailer park was a wonderful 
touch. 


Chris: It all came together pretty well 
and we have the cast to thank. They 
were really attuned to both the mater- 
ial and what we were attempting to 
do. In fact, during the first week of 
rehearsals, we asked the entire cast to 
just read the play in their own words 
and we were amazed at how well they 
understood Wilde's work. 


Brutarian Is "Cannibal Cheerleaders On 
Crack" - with its Nazi gynecologist and 
cowboy sex-changing secretary and 
dildo sucking and diarrhea and vomit 
tossing – your most offensive play? 


Chris: lan's take on Jerry Springer, Talk 
Show, was pretty offensive. Hysterical 
screaming, slapstick violence, pretty 
nasty stuff. 


Brutarian: How did this get written. 


lan: | watched a lot of Jerry Springer 
before he became a household name. | 
took notes while watching for a couple 
of months trying to deconstruct it | 
guess. What methods Springer employs 
in questioning, what buttons he 
pushes, how his guests and audience 
generally respond to specific types of 
questions. After a while | had a lot of 
material. 

Brutarian: Well it generated positive 
reviews, even a notice from The Wash- 
ington Post, which didn't happen with 
the preceding play, "Angel Shit," a pro- 
duction people are still talking about. 
Chris: A berserk heroin addict whose 
skin is peeling off, a blood-drenched 
angel, a purple-haired hooker sucking 
on a huge phallus. About. . . 


lan: A gory romp touching on sexual 
exploitation, political justification of vio- 
lence and bacterial mass-murder of so- 
called ‘moral minorities.” 

Brutarian: Setting a play in Nebraska 
about a governor so desperate to win 
the war on drugs he attempts to poison 
the state’s heroin supply with a flesh- 
eating zombie was a nice touch. Why 
Nebraska? 

lan: Nebraska just sounds foreign. You 
might as well be talking about eastern 
Algeria. And it's as cruelly and hatefully 
conservative as all the other Midwest- 
ern states. To me, there isn’t much dif- 
ference between this American brand 
of politics and Hitler and Pol Pot. 
Brutarian: So you guys do have a seri- 
ous side. That’s why your press kit has 
Chris talking about the future of gov- 
ernment, the squelching of individual- 
ity and the Earth’s rapid environmental 
decline. 

Chris: | said that? | didn’t say that? lan 
did you put that in the press kit? 

That's silly. 


lan: Who the hell wrote that? 


Brutarian: So what wouldn’t you do on 
stage? You spray the audience with 
everything but menstrual flow in your 
latest production. Any themes you 
wouldn't parody even in the service of 
black comedy? 


Lucretia 


lan: That's not to say we wouldn't do 
that. 


Chris: No, | as Lucrezia Blozia would 
certainly bleed. When “nigger” is 
employed | count myself out. | once sat 
out a play that used that term. 


lan: We're not big rape fans, so you 
won't see it in my plays or in our pro- 
ductions. Although we're pretty care- 
less generally. | mean having one of the 
characters laugh off being molested as 
a child. That's just so rude. 

Brutarian: You may the grand pro- 
nouncement this summer 


that theater was dead, do 
you still believe that? 


lan: No, not really. What | 
meant to say, was that for 
me, and so many others, 
I'm not seeing what | want 
to see. When | look at the 
theater listings and try to 
decide what play to 
attend, there are very few 
productions that look 
intriguing. However, when 
| look at the movie listings, 
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there's a lot of things | want to see. So, 
that's what my complaint is really, 
that's what's at the heart of my "the- 
ater is dead" statement. 

Brutarian: Well, what are the movies 
doing that the theater is not? 

lan: It's not the idea that movies are 
bigger and more expensive and there- 
fore better, it's just that there are a lot 
of releases addressing subjects and 
dealing with subjects in a particular 
way that theaters are just not. Take the 
Wooly Mammoth for example, this 
town's avant-garde company, look 
what they're doing: sitcoms. Weird sit- 
coms which is pretty brave, | suppose, 
compared to what the other companies 
are doing, but sitcoms nevertheless. No 
real risks being taken. Theater is des- 
perately clinging to the same audience. 
And it's not just in D.C. Look at what's 
being put on Broadway. 

Brutarian: So why not go to New York? 
Bigger audience, bigger potential. 
Chris: Well, we've worked so hard to 
get established here. We've found our 
audience for the most part. We even 
have critics coming to the shows and 
finding themselves enjoying the 
evening. 


lan: We also have come to enjoy the 


fact that we're now known... 


Chris: ...as the bad girls of D.C. 
theater ...M 


lan Allen and Chris Griffin 
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CD: THE FALCONS - "I FOUND A LOVE" (RELIC) $13.50 LP: THE SQUIRES "GOING ALL THE WAY" $7.50 CD: THE REMAINS “BARRY & THE REMAINS” $15.00 
CD: RICHARD BERRY "Get Out Of The Car" (ACE) $15.50 505 R&B & ce LP: REMAINS “A SESSION WITH THE REMAINS" $9.50 LP:"HANG IT OUT TO DRY" $8.00 


LP: "TALKIN' TRASH!” $7.50 LP: "LOOKEY DOOKEY" $7.50 
CD: "TALKIN TRASH/LOOKEY DOOKEY" CD: $12.00 

CD: THE LAMPLIGHTERS "BI-BOP WINO" $18.00 

LP/CD “T-BIRD PARTY!” LP $7.50 / CD: $12.00 

CD: YOUNG JESSIE "I'm Gone" (ACE) $15.50 

CD: ELMORE, JAMES "DUST MY BROOM" $13.50 (RELIC) 

CD: IKE TURNER & HIS KINGS OF RHYTHM “Rhythm Rockin Blues" (ACE) $15.50 
CD: IKE TURNER “1958-1959” (PAULA) $14.50 

CD: IKE TURNER & THE KINGS OF RHYTHM “DANCE” (COLLECT.) $11.50 

CD: BO DIDDLEY “BO DIDDLEY/GO BO DIDDLEY” (MCA) $14.50 

CD: HOWLIN' WOLF “S/T” & *MOANIN IN THE MOONLIGHT” (MCA) $14.50 
CD: HOWLIN WOLF “THE CHESS BOX”: (MCA) $38.00 


CD: “SCOTTY STORY- Minnesota 60s” (АКЕ ARF) $13.00 CD: SEEDS "S/T" (GNP) $13.50 first 2 albs! 
LP series: "HIPSVILLE 29 B.C” Volumes 1, 2, 3: $8.00 EACH 
LP: JACK STARR - "Bom Petrified" (Norton) $8.00 
CD: “NEW ENGLAND TEEN SCENE” (ARF ARF) $13.50 
7”: SHADES OF KNIGHT: $3.50 "Fluctuation" (Norton) 
- DOWNLINERS SECT "Be A Sect Maniac" $15.50 

* THE BROGUES: $4.00 “DONT SHOOT ME DOWN/etc 


-TEENAGE HUIDOwM 


Бадраа 10 VOLUMES ON LP 
2 TREES BEER RE or CD: 


CD: HOWLIN’ WOLF “MEMPHIS DAYS VOL ONE”: $17.50 CD: JACKIE & THE STARLITES “VALERIE” (RELIC) $13.50 “JUMP JIVE AND 
DOUBLE-CD: HOWLIN' WOLF "AIN'T GONNA BE YOUR DOG” (MCA) $24.00 CD: ROBINS “THE BEST OF” $17.00 HARMONIZE!” 

CD: FRANKIE LEE SIMS “Lucy Mae Blues” (ACE) $15.50 CD: THE JEWELS “B-BOMB BABY” $17.00 

LP: “BLOWIN THRU YOKAHAMA!” $8.00 LP: “WILD AND FRANTIC” $11.00 LP: “FRANTIC” $11.00 ei TREATED ME 

CD: SCREAMIN’ JAY HAWKINS “FRENZY” (EDSEL) $16.00 LP: “AT THE PARTY!” : $8.00 Н 

LP: "BLACK ROCK' N ROLLVOLONE" $10.00 LP: "BLACK КОСК' N 'ROLL VOLUME TWO" $10.00 

CD: "BLACK ROCK' N 'ROLL VOL ONE" $15.00 LP series: "SAVAGE KICK VOLUMES 3, 4, 5, 6, 7,8, 9 $10.00 EACH “NOBODY TO LOVE" 
7" SCREAMIN' JOE NEAL "R&ROLL DEACON" $3.50 LP series: "STOMPIN" VOLUMES 1 to 22: $9.00 EACH rr: 

CD: *A FORTUNE OF BLUES VOLUME ONE" $18.50 CD: DR ROSS “BOOGIE DISEASE" (ARHOOLIE) $1400 MEMINI аа “TM A NO COUNT!" 


CD: “RED HOT ABOUT THE BLUES: UNRELEASED SUN” $18.50 

CD: HOUND DOG TAYLOR & THE HOUSEROCKERS “S/I” (ALLIGATOR) $14.50 

CD: HOUND DOG TAYLOR “GENUINE HOUSE-ROCKING MUSIC” (ALLIGATOR) $14.50 

CD: HOUND DOG TAYLOR “BEWARE OF THE DOG” $14.50 CD HOUND DOG TAYLOR “NATURAL BOOGIE” $14.50 
CD: “HOUSE ROCKIN’ BLUES- CHESS/CHECKER CHICAGO CLASSICS” (ACE) $15.50 

CD: WYNONIE HARRIS “BLOODSHOT EYES” (RHINO) $14.50 

CD: WYNONIE HARRIS “WOMAN, WHISKEY & FISH TAILS” (ACE) $15.50 

CD “IF IT AIN'T A HIT PLL EAT MY BABY!” (ZU-ZAZZ) $18.00 


" を “THINGS BEEN BAD” МЕ Жә 
“ТМ DOWN TODAY" dise а 
-GETAMOVEON" — [4% rime 
“SHELL HURT YOU ー ニ ニー 


し 
CD: REVEREND LOUIS OVER-STREET & HIS GUITAR (ARHOOLIE) $13.75 primal gospel wit’ 3 diddley-style stompers! THE END 
2-CD SET: JAMES BROWN “Roots Of A Revolution” (POLYDOR) $26.00 early hoot! 
DOUBLE-CD: WILSON PICKETT “A MAN AND A HALF - THE BEST OF" (RHINO) $23.00 GOs SOUL — 
LP: “WHIP IT ON “ЕМ!” $8.00 LP: "SHAKIN © FIT" : $8.00 LP: "SHOW ME WHAT YOU GOT” : $8.00 5 
LP/CD: "ALL МОНТ SOUL STOMP!” LP: $10 / CD: $14 LP/CD: “POW CITY!” LP: $10 / CD: $14 GP "THE WORLD AIN'T 
LP/CD: “THE GET IT LP: $10 / CD: $14 CD: THE FIVE DU-TONES "S/T" $16.50 RAM ROUND ITS SQUARE!” 
LP/CD: “SHAFTMAN!” LP & 7" : $8.00 / CD: $12.00 CD: DYKE & THE BLAZERS “SO SHARP!” (KENT) $15.50 ИИИ , Ы 


の CD BOX: V.A. "THE COMPLETE STAX/VOLT SINGLES 1959 -1968” (RHINO) $94.00 

CD: THE IKE & TINA TURNER REVUE "Live!" (KENT) $15.50 

DOUBLE-CD: METERS “FUNKIFY YOUR LIFE: THE METERS ANTHOLOGY" (RHINO) 32600 CAJUN 
CD: NATHAN ABSHIRE & THE ВАША BROTHERS “PINE GROVE BLUES/THE GOOD TIMES (ACE) $15.50 

CD: D.L. MENARD & PITRE AUSTIN “THE SWALLOW RECORDINGS” (ACE) $15.50 

CD: “FLOYD'S CAJUN FAIS DO-DO” (ACE) $15.50 CD: "ALLONS CAJUN ROCK'N'ROLL” (ACE) $15.50 

CD: “SWALLOW RECORDS LOUISIANA CAJUN MUSIC SPECIAL VOL 1” (ACE) $15.50 | 
CD: “SWALLOW RECORDS LOUISIANA CAJUN MUSIC SPECIAL VOL 2” (ACE) $15.50 3 
LP/CD: “GOD LESS AMERICA" TWISTED C&W! LP: $7.50. CD: $12.00 C&W : 
LP series “SIN ALLEY” VOLUMES 1, 2, 3,4. $7.50 EACH CD: “SIN ALLEY PART ONE” $12.00 

CD: CHARLIE FEATHERS “WILD WILD PARTY” $17.00 CD: “METEOR ROCKABILLIES” (ACE) $15.50 ANd 
LP: HASIL ADKINS - "OUT TO HUNCH” (NORTON) $8.00 

LP: HASIL ADKINS - "PEANUT BUTTER ROCK “N’ROLL” (NORTON) $8.00 rockabilly |. 
LP: JOHNNY POWERS : "LONG BLONDE HAIR” (NORTON) $8.00 CD: “ROCKABILLY SHAKEOUT” (ACE) $15.50 
LP: JOHNNY BURNETTE & THE ROCK & ROLL TRIO: "ROCKABILLY BOOGIE” - $11.00 


LP series "DESPERATE ROCK'N'ROLL” VOLU MES $1107 $10.00 EAC : し 
CD series: BUFFALO BOP rockabilly CDs: 30 cuts each, $15.00 EACH: "WA-CHI-KA-NOC KA”, “HOBO BOP”, y fJ FO = Buy ANY 5 "Teenage Shutdown" CDs for $49.00 
“ROMPIN' STOMPIN™, “YOUNG & WILD", “IT'S ROCK & ROLL”, *SUGAREE", "TEENAGE WOLFPACK”, 
“MEAN MEAN DADDY”, “BAD BOY”, “ROCK & ROLL RIOT", "HOT ROD GANG", "COOL & CRAZY”, Payment: Postal money order is fastest. We must hold checks 10 
“А BALL TONIGHT", “MOTORCYCLE GANG”, “HANG LOOSE”, “HOT ROD RUMBLE”, "WILD МЕМ”, days for clearance) 
"SHAKIN' TIME”, “JUVENILE JUNGLE”, “DATE BAIT", “ALLEYCAT”, “SUGAR LUMP”, “ROCK”, “RIP IT UP", USA FOLKS: ADD POSTAGE: 1to 8 items via UPS $5 EACH ADD'L 8 


“ROCKABILLY PARTY”, "RUNNING WIL D^, “ROUGH STUFF‘, “ROCKET SHIP” 


. “ 
LP series: "LAS VEGAS GRIND” VOLUMES 1, 2, 3, 4, 5. $7.50 EACH 50s strip SLEAZE TEMS: Add $2.00 (“Garage Punk Unknowns box” counts as 4 items! 


4. TEENAGE SHUTDOWNS: 
[ LPs: $7.50 each / CDs: $10.50 each 


CD series: "LAS VEGAS GRIND” PARTS ONE, TWO, THREE $12.00 EACH Single items via 4th class post: ТІР or 1 CD or 1 book: $2.10 
ICD: “ ] j E TICA" 5 75 D: у | J Р: TN Ў м 2. 
Мы HENRY MANCINI “TOUCH OF IML Sondae vans ioo GALIFORNIA residents: Please add 8.25% state tax! 
5 y ты» | / ADMI, "d^ І 月 21 WAL | 2 “~ уй 1 
CD: PEREZ PRADO "VOODOO SUITE/EXOTIC SUITE" $18.50 CD: PEREZ PRADO "HAVANA 3 A.M:" $18.50 CANADIAN CUSTOMERS: U.S. CURRENCY ONLY! Please remember to 
CD: STOOGES "S/I" (WB) $11.00 CD: STOOGES "FUNHOUSE " (WB) $11.00 700 < ADD POSTAGE COSTS to your total! We will only charge you what the 


CD: STOOGES “RAW POWER -Remixes" $11.00 7": STOOGES “1 GOT A RIGHT" (BOMP) $3.50 


7": STOOGES “I’M SICK OF YOU/TIGHT PANTS/ SCENE OF THE CRIME" (BOMP) $3.50 =runt! Post ^ tually costs us, but we are listing the general rates: 
CD: NEW YORK DOLLS "S/T" (Mercury) $9.00 CD: NEW YORK DOLLS "TOO MUCH TOO SOON" $9.00 FIRST 1to 3 ITEMS: Add $6.00 
CD: THE HEARTBREAKERS " LA.M.F" CD (JUNGLE) $14.00 CD: JOHNNY THUNDERS "SO ALONE" (WB) $14.50 EACH ADDITIONAL ITEM: Add $1.00 per item 


CD: DMZ "WHEN I GET OFF" CD (Voxx) $12.00 CD: HEARTBREAKERS “LIVE AT MAX'S KANSAS CITY 79” (ROIR) $14.50 


CD: RAMONES “ALL THE STUFF (& MORE) VOL ONE" $14.50 СІ): RAMONES “IT'S ALIVE” $14.50 (WB) | PLEASE LIST ALTERNATES IN CASE WE 
CD: SAINTS “РМ STRANDED” $12.00 LP: DEAD BOYS "YOUNGER, LOUDER & SNOTTIER" (BOMP) $8.00 ARE SOLD OUT OF ANY CERTAIN TITLES! 


LP: THE REAL KIDS “S/T” (NORTON) $8.00 


LP: THE REAL KIDS "GROWN UP WRONG" (NORTON) Е НЕЕ 40-РАСбЕ КАТ' ШОС ОУ КОО \МЛТН ALL 
CD: RADIO BIRDMAN “Radios Appear" : $17.00 ORDERS! (NON-ORDERS: SEND $1.00) CONTAINS 
CD: PAGANS "EVERYBODY HATES YOU" $11.00 LOTS MO’ FINE SHIT PLUS SLEEVES, SONG- 
7" LIPSTICK KILLERS "Hindu Gods Of Love" (VOXX) $3.50 LISTINGS & HONEST LOWDOWNS ON THE GOODS! 


CD: CRAMPS “SONGS THE LORD TAUGHT US" $12.50 (IRS) 


CD: CRAMPS "GRAVEST HITS/ PSYCHEDELIC JUNGLE" $12.50 (IRS) | FOLKS OUTSIDE NORTH AMERICA: Send $3.00 to CRYPT EUROPE for their 104-page 


CD : V.A. “MURDER PUNK Volumes. 1 & 2” $12.00 EACH prime Aussie oof! 3 Е 
CD: ANGRY SAMOANS “UNBOXED SET" (XXX) $12.00 catalog: P.0. Box 304292, 20325 Hamburg GERMANY e-mail: Crypt@on-line.de 


оа CRYPT: 1250 LONG BEACH AVE #101, L. A., CA 90021 
CD POISON 13 "WINE IS RED, POISON IS BLUE" (SUBPOP) $11.50 E-MAIL: CryptRec@concentric.net www.crypt.de 
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On Manor’s 


There are countless reasons the world 
owes me an apology. For example, 
the fact that I’m not on national 
television at least weekly is 
inexcusable. And, can you believe it, 
there are those who fail to genuflect 
when I enter a room?!? 

Well, I recently came to realize 
there's something for which I may 
actually owe the mea culpa. In one 
sense, the ridiculous "Swing revival" 
may very well have been my fault. It 
all goes back to the late Seventies. 

In more recent times, “new wave" 
has been treated with as much 
contempt as "new age". I could go on 
for several pages about how utterly 
ignorant such a viewpoint is, but let's 
not stray too far from the theme here. 
ГІ just say: if you're going to bash 
musicians from that era, scorn the 
coat-tail riders like The Cars and The 
Knack, bands who were about as 
legitimately new wave as Richard 
Simmons and Richard Petty. 

Generally, punk and new wave 
peacefully coexisted, sharing the same 
venues (and often the same bill.) The 
Hot Club was the first place of that 
sort in Philadelphia, hosting everyone 
from punk legends (The Voidoids) to 
now-obscure wavers (Regina 
Richards And The Red Hots.) One 
uch act in the latter category was a 
Long Island band known as the 
Bloodless Pharoahs, managed by the 
Hot Club owner. As you can imagine, 
they played the place fairly often. 

The Pharoahs were one of those 
excellent bands with a major flaw— 
the frontman/keyboardist worshipped 
Roxy Music albums so much, he 
thought he was the American Brian 
Ferry. Idolizing the Briton isn't 
necessarily a bad thing. He's 
probably the least-acknowledged 
great influence in contemporary rock 
history circa 1975-90. There was, 
however, a glaring difference between 
the two vocalists: Of all the times I 
saw Ferry/Roxy live, I never once had 


the deep desire to bitch-slap the 
singer. 

From his pretentious attempts to 
affect a baritone croon a la Ferry's to 
the aren t-I-the-coolest? posturing, the 
Pharoah singer was so thoroughly 
annoying, he may as well have been 
wearing a “Му parents went to Paris 
and all I got was this pompous 
expression" T-shirt. Now, this wasn't 
just another case of “7 should be the 
one onstage soaking up the adulation” 
jealousy all musicians have but few 
will fess up to. Half the crowd I hung 
with wouldn't have minded turning 
the preening poseur into a Bloody 
Pharoah. (The Stately Sect will savor 
the fact that I went on to become an 
international celebrity while Mr. 
Coolness' name is thankfully long- 
forgotten.) 

Okay, if Bozo Boy was so 
repugnant, why would I describe the 
act as otherwise excellent, and go see 
them repeatedly? Despite what the 
singer may have hallucinated, the 
MVP of the band was an astounding 
17-year-old guitarist, a kid who was 
nearly as outstanding a git-picker as 1 
was a drummer at his age—and 
before becoming the *King Of 
Columnists," I was autobilled as 
"America's Greatest Rock Drummer"! 
Quite obviously, the yoot was a true 
phenom. 1 mean, what higher 
compliment can I pay than to put 
someone in the same league as 
myself?!? 

Yep, the teen was so talented on 
the fretboard, he more than made up 
for the mook at the mic. Kid had a 
side project—noticably minus Faux 
Ferry—that occasionally picked up a 
gig in a tiny bar. The Cats, as they 
were known, played a musical form as 
much a throwback as the Pharoahs’ 
was contemporary. It was a cult 
styling called rockabilly; and, if you 
haven't guessed yet, the guitarslinger 
was Brian Setzer. 

So what does this absorbing 


recollection have to do with Mr. 
Manor apologizing for 
PseudoPswing? Consider the 
chronology: Setzer ditches 
Pharoahdom to concentrate solely 
on his own act; the revamped Stray 
Cats go on to monstrous notoriety; a 
handful of genuine articles and 1000 
rockabilly-lite performers come out 
of the woodwork. And what are 
these current “swing” bands if not 
rockabilly refugees with a few horns 
added? 

With me so far? So there’s wired 
(on life, of course) me—someone 
known at the time for amusing 
droogs by regularly brandishing a 
lethal weapon an inch behind the 
skull of an unsuspecting “target” — 
and virtually unknown Brian 
constantly crossing paths. Now, 
what if I had accidentally 
decapitated the lad one night way 
back when? No Setzer, no Strays, 
no Swing!!! If I had senselessly 
murdered a nodding acquaintance 
(wo decades ago, none of this 
"revival" would’ ve happened! Now 
do you cappice why I’m 
apologizing? 

For the record...After writing the 
above, it dawned on me: in an anti- 
tattoo rant a couple of years ago, I 
lingered the Strays as a key 
influence, and here [ am discussing 
the installation of a vent in Setzer’s 
skull. Note the use of 
"accidentally." Let Stately state | 
found Brian likable enough in “the 
old days” and have absolutely 
nothing personal against him now. I 
can no more fault him for the 
behavior of his audience than I can 
blame Bret Hart or Ric Flair for 
wrestling fans being knuckleheads 
(bless their wallets.) 

Besides, though I must admit to 
an earlier fascination with 1-оп- | 
homicide, the idea of singling out an 
individual and executing him strikes 
ine as truly pointless these days. 


I’m much more into genocide. I 
swear, if rather than pursuing 
"ethnic cleansing", Hitler set out to 
rid the world of the obnoxious, Га 
be Sieg Heiling his picture every 
morning. Don't bore me with your 
morally outraged act. Although the 
catch is that nobody wants to do the 
dirty work, way way WAY more 
than will publicly admit it would be 
absolutely ecstatic about the 
wholesale elimination of certain 
types of people. 

To clarify, before the hysterical 
twist the above into a valentine for 
Schickelgruber (a furor over the 
Fuhrer?): First off, my loathing is 
directed at personality traits and 1 
most emphatically aim no ire at any 
particular race, religion or 
nationality (I hate everyone equally.) 

secondly, Adolph blew it right 
off the bat by failing to realize the 
master race is the ITALIANS. 


HUBBA HUBBA HONEYS: 
She's petite, exotic, 
pretty and incredibly 
limber. Also, she 
doesn't speak a 
word of English and 
can tear out a 
trachea quicker than 
you can say "tear 
out a trachea." On 
top of everything 
else, Blondie even 
wrote a song about 
her. (Well, okay, not 
her specifically....) тж 
If hearing Debbie 
Harry chirp “Kung 
Fu Girl" inspires 
thoughts of deadly 
dolls who create 
within you a 
powerful urge to 
"eat a little 
Chinese"—and I 
don't mean order 
takeout—you' re in 
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EXPLOITATION! 
SERIAL KILLERS! 
POLITICAL! 
OFFENSIVE! 


my camp, champ. Develop a 
shameless crush on the leading lady 
every time you see an imported 
martial arts film? You’re cool in my 
kwoon, Quincy. 

Because I want to avoid another 
every-woman-in-the-category 
generalized type of nomination, I’ ve 
selected Angela Mao Ying to 
exemplify cranium-kicking kung fu 
kittens in the hallowed halls of 
Honeydom. Angela is by no means 
the only Asian cinema sensation to 
deserve greater worldwide 
recognition; but since she is literally 
the genre’s First Lady, it’s only 
fitting that she in particular 
represents all the wu shu women. 

Imagine how cool it would be to 
have Angie Wow or one of her 
socking sisters as your squeeze. 
One word of advice: don’t cheat on 
your China doll. Гуе seen what 
these ladies can do with a sword. 
Forget traumatized; you'll be 
Bobbitized, bro. -SWM 
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OUR T-SHIRT CATALOG IS 
BANNED IN 23 COUNTRIES! 
ORDER ONE TODAY AND 
SEE WHY THE WORLD 
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ABUSEMENT PARK 
Electric Spanking Session 


Would this had been the fun ride 
we had been teased with. 
Teased, we say, as the band 
name is taken from a grimly 
fiendish rock combo (deceased) 
and the disc title a take-off from 
George Clinton. So we expected 
a funky hard-rock kind of thing. 
Instead we got a rather pedestri- 
an heavy metal unit with a pro- 
nounced affection for hackneyed 
industrial-thrash textures. 
Curiously, for an outfit suffused 
with "psychotic sexual over- 
tones," Abusement Park has 
enlisted a decidedly monochro- 
matic and risibly hortatory front- 
man. Perhaps the lead vocalist's 
apparent lack of enthusiasm is 
the result of lyrics which are little 
more than cliched jeremiads 


ABUSEMENTPARK 
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about organized religion, 
societal mores and 
philistines who make life 
unbearably difficult for 
sensitive artists. lronic, 
really, as artistry and sen- 
sitivity are nowhere to be 
found on this wretched 
exploration of anomie. 
(Surf) 

ds 


THE BLACK CROWES 
By Your Side 


They're just a rock band. 
Oh ho, so they say. And 
| suppose I’m just a man. 
Well alright, | guess | am 
Never mind that. Mind 

this: these guys, these 

guys, ARE the very quin- 
tessence of rock and roll. 
Not "rock." That's differ- 


ent. ROCK 'N' ROLL. 
Just drop the needle 
down. Have you heard 
anything recently that 
kicks ass like the first two 
cuts? Sort of restores 
your faith in the power of 
no frills rock don't it? 
Sure you hear a bit of 
Allmans here, Stones 
there, Led Zep over 
there. And Chris 
Robinson does remind 
you of Rod Stewart at 
times. Early Rod 
Stewart. When he was a 
Face. But not really and 
so what? This is a band, 
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BLACK CROWES 


that like all great bands, is more 
than the sum of their influences. 
Even the power ballads bring a 
tear to the eye. It all works. 
Everything. The subtle dynam- 
ics underlying it all: brother Rich 
trying to overwhelm Chris with 
his nonchalant but intense guitar 
stylings. That and the five mem- 
ber vocal chorus shouting Bama- 
lama like the good Lord was 
calling all and sundry home. 
Amazing. Simply amazing. Turn 
this up, pour yourself some 
Fightin’ Cock and pray, pray, 
pray for release. 

(Columbia) 

ds 


BLONDIE 
No Exit 


Did anyone really 
miss Blondie? 
Sure, they were 
Ihe most com- 
mercially suc- 
cessful of the 
bands plying 
their trade at 
CBGB's in New 
York twenty-odd 
years ago, but 
their appeal was 
ophemeral. 

[hey played 
zippy pop songs 
and were fronted 
by a videogenic 
Irontwoman in 
ox-Playboy 
Bunny Deborah 
Harry, but got 
smitten with their 
own cleverness 
after they hit pay- 
dirt on Parallel 
Lines. Now, sev- 
onteen years 
after breaking 

up, they're back. Unfortunately, 
Harry, now in her early fifties, 
hasn't exactly kept her looks, 
and the songs on No Exit gener- 
ally catchy, though "Maria" and 
"Nothing is Real but the Girl" 
recall some of their old pop 
glory. You're better off breaking 
out your copy of The Best of 
Hlondie and forgetting about 
nearly all of this high-gloss crap. 
(BMG) 

at 


BLONDIE 


BOUNCING SOULS. 


BOUNCING SOULS 
Hopeless Romantic 


Pity the poor Bouncing Souls, an 
infectious, sprightly pop punk 
band who, despite their obvious 
talent, refuse to take themselves 
seriously. Think they're past it 
too. Just because they're in 
their mid-twenties and they've 
got a tiny press kit without a clip- 
ping from a major. Just a bunch 
of raves 
from 
small time 
publica- 
tions. 
Well they 
can add 
this one 
from 

B Brutarian 
| when 
they get 

| setto 

© mail their 
| next 

| release. 
But they 
probably 
won't so 
fuck 
them. 
However, 
we're 


hopeless romantics 
too, thus despite 
our anger, we have 
little choice but to 
tell you that there's 
some real good 
material here. 
Some of it down- 
right anthemic a la 
the Clash. Some of 
it fairly original; 
although to be hon- 
est, since we don't 
get everything and 
even if we did we 
couldn't listen to it 
all, we're not being 
totally truthful. 

Let's just say then 
that if this is the 
music losers make 
then call us losers. 
(Epitaph) 

ds 


KING BRITT 
Presents Sylk 130: 
The Remixes 


Hip-hop DJ King 
Britt ain't exactly 
the second coming of 
Grandmaster Flash. Still, when 
the dead bang hits that mid- 
tempo funk groove on cuts like 
"Last Night a DJ Saved My Life" 
and "When The Funk Hits The 
Fan" he's hard to resist. Don't 
matter who's in the room, you'll 
be swaying and sashaying and 
testifying to all and sundry that 
they should be, as you do be, 
dancing. Too many of these 
Hemixes however, are what 
those in the business call "deep 
house"; which, near as we can 
tell, appears to be little more 
than make-out music with 
women vocalists pretending 
they're Maria Callas. So word to 
the King: make out on your own 
time and next time don't dish 
anything but the funk. 
(Columbia) 

ds 


CANDY SNATCHERS 
Human Zoo 


Human Zoo, the Candy 
Snatchers' second official full- 
length release, not counting the 
Pissed Off, Ripped Off, Screwed 
compilation, also on Go-Kart, 
pretty much confirms what those 
of us who have been gobbling up 
everything they've been laying 


down on vinyl over the past 
three-four years have suspected 
- they are the best Rock & 
Roll/Punk band in this country (if 
not the World), and the only 
thing that's likely to slow them 
down is either the band breaking 
up, or, possibly, multiple deaths 
occurring at one of their live 
shows (either the band mem- 
bers' or fans' or both). 

They zoom through sixteen 
sonic blurs on this latest LP in 
about twenty-seven to twenty- 
eight minutes (only three or four 
of which have been previously 
recorded for 45's/EP's), and you 
just know they go through these 
same songs in about twenty min- 
utes live . . . during which time 
their singer Larry will have cut 
his face up with broken glass, 
while at least two of his other 
three band mates will have par- 
ticipated in various altercations - 
ranging from fistfights with surly 
audience members, to one of 
them (usually whoever's drum- 
ming that night) setting himself 
(or just his hair) afire. 
Witnessing one of their live 
shows is akin to watching an old 
60s or 70s tape of The Sheik 
wrestling Abdullah the Butcher in 
a cage or death match - much 
bloodshed, much carnage, and 
just one Hell of a good time had 
by all involved! For those more 
timid souls, or those who make 
the mistake of blinking during 
one of their shorter live sets, buy 
this LP/CD, and play it all in one 
sitting. It'll tear the ass right 
outta ya! 

(Go-Kart Records) 
jo 


CHAPTER VII 
All Men Are Liars 


Just to show ya that they're still 
keeping ‘em down on the farm in 
that most backwards of states, 
Mississippi, Fat Possum 
Records, has put out this disc of 
Delta blues recordings by (most- 
ly) broken-down Afro-Americans. 
We're talking primitive expres- 
sions of whisky-soaked down- 
troddeness here. By performers 
so far removed from polite white 
society they don't even try to 
sing in English. It's authentic. 
It's beautiful and its inspired the 
white boys - 'cept Hasil Adkins 
who is sui generis - assaying the 
style here to drop all pretense 
49 


and just do the do. Junior 
Kimbrough, T Model Ford, R.L. 
Burnside, remember the names 
and get down on your knees and 
beg God to forgive you for throw- 
ing away your money on those 
Robert Cray and Johnny Lang 
discs. 

(Fat Possum/Epitaph) 

ds 


THE CHUBBIES 
My Favorite Everything 


As their name suggests, The 
Chubbies (slang for a uniquely 
male problem) are naughty but 
nice. On their debut ep, this win- 
some female duo wed 50s girl- 
group pop to a sweetly ironic 
post-modern romantic sensibility. 
The kind that has sex on the first 
date and feels only slightly guilty 
the next morning. The kind that 
knows rock and roll won't 
change the world but 
that's it’s unobjec- 
tionable to think it's 
important in some ill- 
defined sense. The 
kind that grew up lis- 
tening to Spector 
while reading 
Camus. Post-mod- 
ern with a firm belief, 
nevertheless in 
catchy melodies, 
faux-orchestral 
arrangements, dra- 
matic over-dubbed 
choruses and the 
power of the female 
voice. 

(Sympathy for the 
Record Industry) 

ds 


THE COYOTE MEN 
EI Mundo 


All Rasslin'! All 
Rockin’!! Alright!!! 
Yes, my тап!!! The 
first all-masked, 
fully-trained, plan- 
cha-honed rock 
band. Perfected in 
the wilds of Mexico, 
these holders of 
belts for which our Spanish- 
speaking brethren have yet to 
give name, were forced to leave 
south-of-the-border grapplin’ due 
to various injuries. Unfazed, The 
Coyotes, regrouping in their 
homeland of Newcastle, 
England, picked up a few gui- 

50 


tars, “borrowed” a drum kit, and 
brought their cauliflower-eared 
sensibilities to rock and roll. And 
damn me if this doesn't flat out 
git it. But then loud, tight-pre- 
tending-to-be-sloppy, testicular- 
fueled nonsense like this can't 
help but fail to please. 'Specially 
if your idea of a good time is lis- 
tening to Ric Flair go on and on 
about nothing at all. 

(Estrus) 

ds 


THE CROWN ROYALS 
Funky-Do! 


This thang comes packaged with 
praises from all manner of funk 
luminaries. Including brother 
Maceo. That's Maceo spelled J- 
A-M-E-S B-R-O-W-N. I’m pretty 
sure it's brother Maceo. | could 
go back and look at the press kit 
but | won't because | don't give a 


fuck. That's 'cause this shit also 
spells P-A-R-T-A-Y. That's 
French for "party" y'all and this 
funkified instro collection of jams 
is so bad that "bad" is hardly the 
word for it. Bass lines throb like 
a downed power line, sax coil 
round the motif like a snake 


that's just found a rock to sun 
itself on, the drumming 
restrained but nevertheless pro- 
viding a solid foundation. 
There's a guitar too. Keeping 
the almost-beat while hitting 
chords at light speed and some- 
times giving a holler and making 
the sax move the hell over. It’s 
fine. It's all fine. God damn and 
pass me that bottle o wine. 
(Estrus) 

ds 


LAS CRUCES 
Ringmaster 


If you were foolish enough to buy 
the live Sabbath reunion album 
then... well, then nothing. You 
had no way of knowing about 
Las Cruces debut. A damn 
shame because these guys pick 
up where Oz and Company left 
off, adding a bit of hardcore kick 
- to the proceedings. 

Granted, they're 
dialing in from 
1973 or there- 
abouts; still, l'd put 
this up against any 
. Ip by Ozzy's mates 
· outside the first 
; three. You have 
· any idea how 
heavy that makes 

. Ringmaster? Yes, 
: you do: sorry 
enough to call 
these Texans at 
|| (210) 433-0568 

| and beg them to 
IS take your money. 
All in all, it’s more 
than more than 
enough to restore 
your faith in metal. 
(Brain Ticket) 

ds 


DANCING WITH 
THE DEAD 

The Music of 
Global Death 
Rites 


‚ А wonderful cure 
: for the melancholic 
in your family, 
Dancing with the Dead is a 
delightful collection of music . . 
.Raw boned carcass, of his 
Head the hair and flesh is fall- 
en...composed for and played 
at funerary ceremonies. 
Funerary ceremonies from New 
Orleans and New Guinea... 


and left the skull all bare... 
and many points in between. 
Jewish, Sufi, Buddhist, Hindu, 
Islam, Yoruban . . . His eyes no 
eyes, cannot be seen nor see . 
.. making somber but more 
often, at least here, joyful noises 
unto the primum mobile. 
Lovingly packaged with an 
insightful and lavishly illustrated 
sixty page book . . . Worm-eaten 
nose, one jaw, no teeth hath 
he . .Ellipsis Arts latest release 
will have even morbid sensibili- 
ties refusing carrion comfort. 
(20 Lumber Road, Roslyn, NY 
11576) 

ds 

DAVE DAVIES 

Unfinished Business: The 
Dave Davies Kronikles 


The Kinks' Dave Davies is one of 
rock's more unappreciated fig- 
ures. Though older brother Ray 
wrote "You Really Got Me,” 
Dave's distorted execution of 
that song's core riff was heavy 
metal's first blast. Such has 
been the story of his career: 
Though Dave has written and 
has sung memorable songs, 
most notably "Death of a Clown," 
he has toiled in his 
bandmate/brother's shadow. 

Unfinished Business show- 
cases Dave's skills as a guitarist 
and writer. The two-CD set is 
somewhat disingenuously divid- 
ed into Kinks and solo discs, with 
much of the solo disc consisting 
of recent re-recordings of his vin- 
tage late-60s singles on which 
the Kinks were his backing band 
originally. Licensing problems, 
however, prevented inclusion of 
the original versions. 

The set kicks off with a pre- 
Kinks acetate that's merely bad 
ersatz Beatles and continues 
through Dave's most significant 
Kinks contributions as writer, gui- 
tarist and vocalist and his vari- 
ous solo records. It covers 
everything from early R&R cov- 
ers ("Long Tall Shorty") and 
unreleased folksy gems ("Climb 
Your Walls") to awful 80s solo 
pseudo-arena rock ("The World 
is Changing Hands"), recent 
Kinks' album tracks and solo live 
recordings. Charity and respect 
prevents me from commenting 
further upon his "multi-dimen- 
sional friends in the spirit world." 

Though Dave may have had 
a chance as a solo artist in the 
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late 60s, he never released an 
album under his own name then, 
and his 80s solo output indicated 
that his window of opportunity 
had shut tight. He's good for a 
song or two per Kinks' album, 
much in the nature of George 
Harrison or John Entwistle, but 
he clearly can't carry the ball by 
himself. One is better off seek- 
ing out a vinyl copy of The 
Album That Never Was, a com- 
pllation of his 60s solo tracks. 
(Velvel) 

at 


DEVIATE 
Darkened World 


If you're gonna construct your 
songs on declasse metaloid riffs 
and try to shout over it you'd bet- 
lor have something to say. 
Okay, you can have nothing to 
say but you have to say it in an 
interesting way. Not like prog 
rockers King Crimson or Yes but 
like Nick Cave or John Lydon or 
Ihat lunatic with the Swans. 
Unfortunately, Deviate have 
nothing to say and they say it 
badly. Here: 

What a difference a day 

makes 

Here comes a reign of igno- 

rance 

What difference a day makes 

All remains of yesterday are 

ours 
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What? Huh? Hello, 
anybody home? No, but 
you play this at stun volume, 
it does start to do some- 
thing. Kick in. Hard. So 
hard you start to notice the 
little things. The lead singer 
screaming in tune. The 
almost painful immediacy of 
the guitar work. The drum- 
ming sometimes riding herd 
and sometimes going under 
making for a somehow wel- 
come tension. Bass there 
but not there. It's doing 
something to you. 
Something good. Like mak- 
ing you think that maybe the 
lyrics have a profundity you have 
failed to recognize. 

(Scream Records) 
ds 


DUTRIBE SOUND SYSTEM 


D GENERATION 
Through The Darkness 


Pretty clever, this. Start off the 
disc with a bona fide hard rock 


classic. Melodic, classy, moving. 


About being lost and unsure and 
the music getting you through 
and the music getting you, the 
listener through. So you're 
hooked and willing to give the 
band the benefit of the doubt 
through the rest of it. They work 
hard to keep it. And they've got 
Tony Visconti twirling the knobs 
to help create this big booming 
sound to flesh out this passing 
nod to what bears a passing 
resemblance to the loud, catchy, 
thick-chorded vaguely glam stuff 
you passed out to in the late 
70s. Or was that the early 80s? 
The guitar work: self-conscious- 
ly grandiose but gorgeous for all 
that. Layer on top of thick beauti- 
ful layer. Jesse Malin ain't David 


DRUMHEAD 


Bowie - you want David Bowie 
circa Spiders with this - but who 
is. Jesse gives it his all cause 
he knows, and he knows that 


you know too, that this is his shot 
at the big time. So he works his 
ass off to make it work. 
Whispers, screams and big 
meaty bites of self-affirmation. 
With the boys locked in to his 
every move. God damn. | say, 
God damn. Praise Jesse and D 
Generation and Him (Tony) and 
use this as a lamp to guide you 
through the darkness of that 
which passes for adult contem- 
porary. 

(Columbia) 

ds 


DRUMHEAD 
Drumhead 


Despite the occasional jazzy 
noodling on bass guitar, or key- 
board fill, or electric tones, the 
percussive groove is the big 
thing here, some of it pretty 
darned interesting and some of 
it, well, you may be inspired to 


conjure images of a bunch of 
stoned crusties with dreadlocks 
really, totally, majorly into what 
they're doing but not much con- 
cerned whether or not anyone 
else is. Good news for rhythm 
fiends who like the ubiquitous 
break for sound effects, although 
sticklers for melody need not 
apply. 

(Perishable LTD, Box 57-8804, 
Chicago, IL 60657-8804) 

bh 


DUBTRIBE SOUND SYSTEM 
Bryant Street 


After four years and much rav- 
ing, the male-female duo known 
as Dubtribe has deigned to 
grace trip-hoppers with a second 
release of that which is neither 
っ 1 


house, garage, techno or what- 
have-you. Whatit is, is mostly 
disco, mixed in a continuous 
form so as to capture that "live 
vibe." Pretty good disco too, 
most of it anchored by ridiculous- 
ly funky and lascivious bass 
lines. The horns betray the influ- 
ence of James Brown, the flutes 
that of Herbie Mann, the 
Hispanic flavoring smacks of 
"Oye Como Vas" period 
Santana. Bryant Street runs out 
of steam toward the end - rap- 
ping over bare rhythms, gospel- 
tinged vocal workouts set to 
impoverished melodies - but the 
first fifty minutes or so is a terrif- 
ic, groove-filled, nasty bit of busi- 
ness. 

(Jive Records) 

ds 


STEVE EARLE & THE DEL 
MCCOURY BAND 

The Mountain 

THE DEL MCCOURY BAND 
Family 


Гуе never understood one thing 


about Bluegrass music - its rigid- 
ity or inflexibility in the recording 
studio. My taste in Bluegrass 
music is similar to what | like in 
Country & Western - generally, 
the older, the better. Bill Monroe 
invented the genre and basically 
created the rules for song struc- 
ture, instrumentation to be used, 
and vocal harmonies. Mr. 
Monroe himself, however, was 
an extremely creative rascal, in 
addition to being one of the most 
soulful songwriters and singers 
that the Big Man upstairs ever 
blessed us with. This being the 
case, why do most Bluegrass 
records recorded over the last 
thirty years or so sound almost 
exactly the same to me? It’s not 
like they don't all sound com- 
pletely different live in concert - 
'cause they do. It's as if the 
artists are saying - “well, Bill laid 
down these rules. . . and by 
gum, we ain't gonna stray from 
‘em in the studio!” . . . which 
brings me to Steve Earle and his 
collaboration with the Del 
McCoury Band. 


If there's ever been a record- 
ing artist who seems to spit in 
the face of convention, it's Mr. 
Earle. Throughout his career, 
it’s been nigh on impossible to 
figure out exactly which pigeon- 
hole to stick him in - he's a coun- 
try artist . . . no, he’s a folkie ... 
no, he's a rock & roller... no, 
he's now a bluegrass artist. . . 
the only true constants have 
been that (1) he's a great song- 
writer, and (2) that his singing 
voice is an acquired taste, much 
like Dylan, Neil Young, 
Springsteen, etc. With this latter 
point in mind, why stick him in 
front of a Bluegrass band 
already fronted by one of its all- 
time great singers - Del 
McCoury? 

Because - it works! Earle 
brings some great songs to the 
table, along with ће; patented 
nasally vocalizing - which seems 
to cause the McCoury Band to 
step out of context and just start 
playing their collective asses off . 
. . these guys rock, they roll, they 
swing . . . In addition to deliver- 


ing great backup harmonies 
behind Mister Earle. This combi- 
nation creates the most enjoy- 
able Bluegrass album l've heard 
in years - since the early days of 
Allison Krause (who, | admittedly 
have the big-time hots for... 
even if she has taken to hanging 
out with the likes of Bad 
Company (NOT even the Paul 
Rodgers version, for Chrissake!) 
and recording slow, easy listen- 
ing versions of great rock songs 
("Baby, Now That | Found You”. 
. . what's next, a slow Bluegrass 
version of "Build Me Up, 
Buttercup"?). 

Now - having said that, | also 
decided to take a quick listen to 
the Del McCoury Band's latest 
album, Family, to see if their 
experience with Mr. Earle loos- 
ened them up a bit in the studio. 
NO! - It sounds like they all had 
ramrods or corncobs up their 
asses in the studio - another let- 
ter-perfect, not-a-note-out-of- 
place, sterile sounding Bluegrass 
album! 

(E-Squared/Ceili Music) jo 
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FUGAZI 
Instrument 


[hose of you expecting live cuts 
or some of the more noteworthy 
Fugazi numbers from previous 
releases on this film soundtrack 
are in for a big surprise. 
Instrument showcases eighteen 


FUGAZI 


pieces gleaned from demos, 
obscure studio tracks and prac- 
ісе tapes. Most of the selec- 
tions are brief, arresting instru- 
mental works showing the band 
assaying a quieter more intro- 
spective mode. "Lusty Scripps" 
and "Turkish Disco" are fairly 
representative with their edgy, 
discordant riffs and funky under- 
pinnings. Often the rhythms, as 
in "Pink Frosty Demo" and “H.B.” 
appear to be mere afterthoughts. 
Only "Little Debbie" and "Guilford 
Fall" though recall the sound and 
игу of Fugazi at their Fugaziest. 
(Dischord) 

ds 


THE FUMES 
Pure Bad Luck 


We play hard and we play fast 
and we don't care what you 
think. We like The Stooges and 
ire familiar with The Candy 
Snatchers and Nashville Pussy 
songbook. We subscribe to 
Maximum Rock and Holl and 

| lipside and despite that, resent 
being lumped in with the dozens 
ind dozens of bands to which 
Ihoy give the nod. In fact, we 
don't understand why reviews of 
our work consist primarily of 
comparisons to the heavy neo- 


punk aggregations which 
make up the bulk of our record 
collections. That sucks! You 
know some people never find 
a voice or one which they can 
talk with or even call their own. 
We call it... pure bad luck. 
(Scootch Pooch) 

ds 


THE GOOBERS 
The Unbearable Lightness of 
Being Drunk 


Looking at the title, and the 
name of the band that produced 
it, you'd probably guess this was 
a lightweight alternative, college- 
educated band. Well, you'd be 
dead wrong brah as this is one 
dead-on, highly committed old 
school California punk band. In 
"Watch Us Drown,” we're told 
that "The might of corporations 
holds us down/Evolution, smoth- 
ered by pollution, watch us 
drown." "Part-Time S.F. 
Ecologist" bemoans the 
damage to planet earth 
brought about by techno- 
logical advances while “l 
Forget Your Name" rails 
against punk bands who 
write "hollow anthems" 
while keeping one eye on 
sales figures. While little 
is offered by way of solu- 
tion, the bracing perfor- 
mances and innovative 
arrangements wedded to 
the infectious up-tempo 
three-chord workouts 
makes this something of a 
moot point. 

(Fat Wreck Chords) 

ds 
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GRIP INC. 
Solidify 


| Riffage is definitely the opera- 
| tive term with these metal-hard- 


core hybrids, e.g., Korn, Soulfly. 
Gripp Inc., is a metalcore band 
which often eschews riffs how- 
ever, preferring to rely on tex- 
ture, ambiance and vocal per- 
formance, not the strong points 
of the genre. “Human?” is par- 
ticularly embarrassing with its 
flamenco guitar and tuneless 
crooning. When the band allows 
itself to play off of a slower three 
chord guitar figure as in 
"Vindicate" the results are quite 
impressive. Unfortunately, a cut 
like the aforementioned is the 
exception and not the rule here. 
(Metal Blade) 

ds 


DAVID HILLYARD AND THE 
ROCKSTEADY SEVEN 
Playtime 


For his solo debut, veteran west 


AD AD Parone nh 


coast ska sideman Hillyard has 
gathered an ace group of musi- 
cians to emphasize the influence 
of American jazz on ska. But, 
like many a sideman's solo 
record, the chops outweigh the 
compositions. While the musi- 
cianship on Playtime is consis- 
tently first rate, it's one of those 
records that seems to have been 
more fun to make than it is for 
listening. 

(Hellcat) 

df 


IDLE HANDS 
Music From The Motion 
Picture Soundtrack 


Baker's dozen cuts from a num- 
ber of bands from a horror movie 
no one’s ever heard of. Has it 
been released? Is it going to be 
released? Where’s my press 
kit? Most of the music is the kind 
of rehashed alternative non- 
sense that’s supposed to appeal 
to those fans of Dave Matthews 
and Hootie and the Blowfish who 


dont go to bed after the ten 
o'clock news. You know, pleas- 
ant but with an edge. Like 
Motley Crue's "Shout At The 
Devil" which could be about 
Satanism but is merely a work- 
out in mindless machismo. Or 
the white boy version of "Mama 
Said Knock You Out." Still, 
some of the bands get into the 
spirit of the thing: The 
Offspring's "Beheaded' is agree- 
ably offensive; Rob Zombie gets 
zombified on the remix of 
“Dragula,” and Static-X pushes 
metal onto and then thru the 
dance floor with their “Push It.” 
(Time Bomb) 

ds 


IMPALA 
Play R&B Favorites 


Greasy 50s-styled instros replete 
with honking sax. Fleshed out 
by the occasional organ and 
pianofill. Strip muzak trumpeting 
the endless permutations of the 
intimate encounter. Chthonic 
swing decked out in rock ‘n’ roll 
finery. Lascivious grind for 
sleazy fantasies. A small room 
reeking of sweat, stale beer, cig- 
arette smoke and cheap per- 
fume. A smaller dance floor 
ringed by beat-up wooden tables 
where curvaceous cuties loll, 
tarted-up in torn fishnets, dime- 


store cocktail dresses, 
heavy make-up and scarred 
stiletto-heels. Underneath it 
all, mismatched bra and 
panties completing the look. 
Women, fill in the blanks. A 
pair of black jeans far too 
tight in the crotch? A hint of 
five o-clock shadow an 
alarmingly square jaw? A t- 
shirt suggesting the glory of 
the rugged and insidiously 
muscular male form? The 
sounds of pure lust in any 
case. The sweet swoons of 
sin. All of it so heady and 
ridiculously erotic it almost 
makes one feel guilty for 
masturbating to it. Almost. 
(Estrus) 

ds 


LOWER EAST SIDE STITCHES 
STAJA98L.E.S. 


You might question where the 
New York born and bred lead 
singer acquired his Cockney 
accent but you're not going to 
question much else about this 
poppy peppy punk band. 
'Cause they got it all daddy: 
melodic smarts, a sardonic 
sense of humor and a vocalist 
who knows how to bring it. In 
lesser hands, these songs of 
anomie, alienation and general 
disaffection would be quite a 


LOWER EAST SIDE STICH 


% 


МА у. 
AS | 


bore: the Switches, however, 
invest the whole shebang with 
such unaffected brio it becomes 
next to impossible not to take to 
them. Especially when a closer 
reading of the lyric sheet reveals 
them to be unrepentant alco- 
holics. 

(Ng Records) 

ds 


MAN OR ASTROMAN 
EEVIAC 


Astro-garage-instrumentalistes 
Man Or Astroman claim spiritual 
kinship with surf pioneers Dick 
Dale and Duane Eddy but 
their much closer in sensibil- 
ity to mad British genius Joe 
“Telestar” Meek. For he too 
believed that melody was 
paramount but not as para- 
mount as that which was not 
melody. Like super-com- 
pressed sound, wavering 
altered vocals, ethereal cho- 
ruses, unearthly echo and 
reverb and all manner of 
eldritch and outer-spacy 
effects. Of course, it’s 
almost the 21st Century so 
our boys can throw sam- 
ples, computer program- 
ming, newfound electronic 
gimcrackery and analog 
tape cutting and pasting into 
the mix. None of which 
would matter a wit, a jot, a 
scintilla, had these extrater- 
restrials not come endowed 
with an uncanny way with a 
hook. “D:contamination” is 
little more than banging ina 
junkyard but it’s very hum- 
mable. “Fractionalized 
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reception” is nothing more than 
white noise and vocoder yet it 
works its way into your brain. 
“Myopia,” though, is as pure and 
beautiful as a Syd Barrett dream 
of electric bucolia. The rest 
rocks like Devo on an ether 
binge. 

(Touch & Go) 

ds 


THE MERRYMAKERS 
Bubblegun 


Late 70s-early 80s power pop 
groups like the Records and 
Squeeze have faded away, but 
their sound lives on with the 
Merrymakers. The two-man 
Swedish band combines shim- 
mering guitars and sweet vocal 
harmonies that are two genera- 
tions removed from the Beatles. 
They’ve studied their favorite 
records well enough to be com- 
petently derivative, but they re 
soft at the core. Their best 
moments are reminiscent of 
George Harrison singing vintage 
Paul McCartney. Still, the pro- 
duction’s first-rate, and it’s hard 
to deny the catchiness of 
“Saltwater Drinks,” “April’s Fool,” 
and “Sad.” 

(Big Deal/Virgin) 

df 


MOBY GRAPE 

Live Tape from 11/19-11/20/98 
Shows at Wetlands, New York 
City 


Hopefully, many of you old fart 
readers remember Moby 
Grape’s debut album from 1967, 
the one featuring drummer Don 


Stevenson seated in a chair in 
an antique store, blatantly 
extending his right middle finger 
on the washboard sitting in front 
of him, while the other band 
members stood around him look- 
ing very manly in their buckskin 
finery. Columbia Records, after 
warring with about thirteen other 
major labels to sign these guys, 
in a major fit of hypemania 
insanity, released the epony- 
mous debut LP, as well as five 
singles from it on the same day. 
Disc jockeys, needless to say, 
weren't sure what in tarnation 
they were supposed to do - 
Adding to this confusion was the 
fact that these songs were all 
lirst-rate, catchy, hooky songs 
that needed only minimal airplay 
to become huge hits. Of course, 
this being the case, they didn't 
play any of them. 

The band, in spite of all of 
(ће hyped hoopla, plus absolute- 
ly ranting and raving reviews by 
critics about the debut LP and 
live shows, never really took off . 

BUT they kept making top rate 
rock & roll over the years, in 
spite of bad management, ego 
clashes, and the occasional 
cases of paranoid schizophrenia 
(the late, great guitarist/savant 
Skip Spence attacking band 
members with an axe and being 
institutionalized several times, 
bassist/Voice-from-God Bob 
Mosley joining the Marines and 
ilter living on the streets in San 
Diego, etc.). Their story could fill 
| Melvillesque-sized book, and 
would make a great movie, but . 

enough of the past. They still, 
lo this day, occasionally get 
together in various forms to 
show the World who the best 
rock band from 60s San 
| rancisco really was . . . and still 
i^. Never mind the Dead, 
Airplane, Quicksilver, Santana, 
etc. - these guys wrote, played, 
ind sang better than all of the 
orementioned . . . and still do. 

The late version of the 
(гаре, comprised of originals 
lorry Miller (lead guitar/vocals), 
l'oter Lewis (guitar/vocals), and 
поб Mosley (bass/vocals, look- 
ing about twenty years older 
than he really is - living on the 

Iroets cannot be easy!), along 
with Sam Andrew of Big Brother 
4 Ihe Holding Company (gui- 
tar/vocals) and James Preston of 
ће Sons of Champlain 


(drums/vocals), hit the Big Apple 
last November to play two shows 
at the Wetlands bar/club in NYC. 
They played two shows at this 
bar in August '97 which received 
critical raves by Rolling Stone 
(which also, in their 2/6/99 issue, 
re-reviewed the debut LP, giving 
it a five star review). The club 
owner extended them an invite 
to play again if in the neighbor- 
hood, and they did, two nights in 
11/98. | was there, about ten 
feet from the stage, taking it all in 
both nights. These guys still 
have it in spades! Jerry Miller, 
who has probably played in hun- 
dreds of bands over the years 
(including an early El Paso- 
based version of the Bobby 
Fuller Four and a Tacoma-based 
band called The Searchers that 
included 3/5 of the original 
Sonics in the early 60s) is defi- 
nitely still a Guitar God of the 
first order. Peter Lewis still sings 
like a bird, and based on his 
recent solo CD, still writes great 
songs. Bob Mosley is a fucking 
miracle - it was fun watching the 
faces of people in the club react- 
ing to his singing and bass play- 
ing after watching him hobble up 
on stage, looking rather 
sickly and weak. He still 
sings like a white Otis 
Redding, only with a 
stronger voice (although not 
as strong as in the 60s, of 
course, when he could blow 
any other singer offstage). 
Sam Andrews is an excel- 
lent replacement for the late 
Mr. Spence, to the extent 
that he could EVER really 
be replaced. James 
Preston simply drove the 
Hell out of the band both 
nights. 

They played most of the 
debut LP and highlights 
from all other albums, plus 
threw in their 60s unrecord- 
ed Spence-penned psyche- 
delic classic, "Dark Magic." 
These boys (excluding 
Preston, I’m sure) are all in 
their mid-50s now. They still 
appear Hell-bent on proving 
to the World just how great 
they still are. Are they 
capable of going into a 
recording studio, armed with 
new songs and, like con- 
temporaries The Pretty 
Things, emerging with a 
winning LP? | suspect so, 


based on what | heard. 

After grooving to every 
minute of both shows, | was for- 
tunate enough to obtain sound- 
board tapes of these shows - 
proof that my ears, indeed, did 
not deceive me those nights. 
The band is interested in letting 
people know they are still alive 
and kicking. 1, likewise, am simi- 
larly interested. Copies of these 
tapes are available, but they are 
NOT for sale - please contact me 
via this magazine if interested in 
trading for copies of these 
shows. Also, please watch for 
the upcoming, delayed-until-it's- 
too-late tribute to Skip Spence's 
OAR album, on Warner Bros. 
NOW - please go to the next 
record review, lest you think 
you're reading fuckin' RELIX, for 
Chrissake!!! 
jo 


THE MONSTERS 
Birds Eat Martians 


The theory goes thusly in 
Switzerland and all points north 
in Europe: You don't have to 
play very good to play rock 'n' 
roll. You just have to be angry 


MOTORHEAD- 


and want to fight. And when you 
want to record you just go in the 
studio, drop the heavy needle so 
it cutted [sic] very deep, and 
make the loud sound. Naturally 
you end up with a muddy mix; 
still, if youre in possession of a 
singer with a devilishly throaty 
rasp, a dozen or so really really 
sleazy tunes, and a guitarist who 
takes the Keith Moon approach 
to his instrument, i.e., playing 
around the beat, you're going to 
wind up with something pretty 
damn hot. Like Birds Eat 
Martians, which is as wild and as 
beautiful and misguided as its 
title suggests. 

(Junk Records at: 
voodoorhythm @ bboxbbs.ch) 

ds 


MOTORHEAD 
Louder Than Everyone Else 


I’ve always been a huge fan of 
Lemmy & company, scarfing up 
every recording they've ever 
made, but, until late '97, l'd just 
never gotten around to seeing 
them live. After all, they ARE 
supposed to be ungodly, deafen- 
ingly loud, right? Imagine my 


surprise, finding that they signed 
to play the new 9:30 Club in DC. 
Various friends told me that the 
band's loudness was grossly 
exaggerated - "after all those 
damn punk shows over the 
years, THIS shouldn't bother 
уои!” Upon arriving that night, 
the first thing | noticed after 
entering the club's front door 
was a huge sign, front and cen- 
ter - EARPLUGS - ONLY $5." 
Ignoring it, and proceeding 
onward, the girl taking tickets at 
the door mentioned to me (obvi- 
ously taking into consideration 
my grey hair and geezing pos- 
ture) - "Sir, you MIGHT want to 
get some earplugs!” "Young 
lady" says І, "are they THAT 
loud?" "Yes." “Ehhh, we'll see 
about that!” | defiantly said, all 
the while thinking to myself 
“earplugs are for pussies!’ and 
“Heil! Lemmy’s older than me!” 
After thoroughly enjoying an 
opening set by the grossly 
underrated/unappreciated Black 
Market Baby (DC’s finest punk 
band ever, and yes, they’re still 
around), which wasn’t all that 
loud, | was ready. Without much 
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pomp or ceremony, the three- 
some known as Motorhead hit 
the stage, Lemmy announced 
“Good evening. We're 
Motorhead, and we're gonna 
kick your ass!” and they pro- 
ceeded to launch into their first 
number. After about the third 
power chord, | ran for the lobby, 
five bill in hand, but | suspect 
some damage had already been 
done. l've never heard anything 
that fucking loud in my life!!! At 
one point during one of the slow- 
er numbers ("Don't Believe A 
Word,” | think), | went outside the 
club, and avoiding the wino 
sprawled on the sidewalk, 
walked across the street to look 
at the club. The goddman build- 
ing was shaking! 

After wearing the earplugs 
most of the one and a half to two 
hour show, | wasn't able to hear 
one damn thing the next day, 
and most of the day after that. . . 
and, in case you're wondering, 
yes, | HAD removed the plugs 
after the show! While | could 
make out most of their songs, it 
sometimes wasn't easy. l'd love 
to say that | had a great time and 


it was an incredible show, but 
frankly, the sound level was right 
at my pain threshold. I’m getting 
too old for this shit! 

Oh, about the new double 
live Ср... its Motorhead, play- 
ing many of their best-known 
songs, they're God, I love ‘em, 
buy it, blah, blah, blah... the 
BIG question is - will | go to the 
9:30 Club next month (June 
1999) and see ‘em again... 
maybe, maybe not... | need 
better earplugs this time . . . then 
again, maybe I'll just buy a big 
handgun and discharge it right 
near each of my ears. . . what's 
the difference? 

(BMG/CMC International) 
jo 


NAPALM DEATH 
Words From The Exit Wound 


They practically invented grind- 
core - a damned admixture of 
hardcore, metal and industrial. 
Founding members went on to 
do even more amazing things - 
vocalist Lee Dorian founding 
Cathedral which Trouser Press 
calls the slowest, lowest-tuned 


band ever; guitarist Justin 
Broadrick eventually mutating 
into Godflesh a mind-melting, 
industrial-bass groove, tape- 
looped dance damage combo. 
Even the work of Painkiler, a 
messy, noisy jazzbo construction 
of Mitch Harris (who's still here) 
and John Zorn, proved to be of 
greater lasting interest than any- 
thing Napalm Death produced. 
Champions of the group's early 
efforts may take exception to the 
aforementioned but it's doubtful 
they'd be willing to argue the 
quintet's recent forays in the 
extremum are anything more 
than workmanlike metalcore - 
speedy tempos, stop and start 
construction, buzzing distorto 
guitars, harsh determinedly anti- 
melodic figures and, of course, 
the intemperate yowl-of-misan- 
thropy serving as vocal. For the 
uninitiated, Napalm Death's 
"Look-on-these-works-ye-mighty- 
and-despair' aesthetic could 
serve as a refreshing tonic; 
those even remotely familiar with 
the genre should consider look- 
ing elsewhere for a shot of sturm 
und drang. (Earache) ds 
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THE NECESSARY EVILS 
The Sicko Inside Me 


We were wondering what hap- 
pened to the (apparently) late, 
great Texas avant-garde-a-billy 
combo the Fireworks. Looks like 
they mutated into The Evils! 
Although James Arthur is the 
only one here from that band this 


THE NECESSARY EVILS 


sure sounds a lot like that trio. A 
little bit better however, as this 
aggregate, unlike the aforesaid 
Fireworks, possess a fat bottom. 
50 fat they have to muffle it. 

he better to hear this absolutely 
unrepentant, completely 
unhinged, badly-medicated holy 
fool calling himself a singer. He 
might be a good one too for all 
we know but it's hard to tell since 
he has to shout most of the time 
as a result of all the feedback 
and incidental noise. You'd 
probably want to shout, perhaps, 
if you had to sing songs with 
titles like "Love Handles" and 
"Butcher's Floor." Ur-regardless, 
this is a work so behind and yet 
ahead of the times, it's kind of a 
touchstone for a whole new kind 
of whatever. 

(In The Red) 

ds 


NEGATIVEHATE 
Farth Spirit Down 


Industrial Gothic at its most 
extreme, which is to say, at its 
darkest and most despairing. 
Music for nightmares and sui- 
cides. Rhythm as nagging pain, 


clangor of machinery, the harsh 
buzz of white noise as texture, 
melody as hallucination, dogger- 
el shouted from an abyss. 

There is some release. Times 
when voices take on the shape 
of men and guitars are gently 
strummed. This though does not 
last. What rises also sinks. 
Beneath it all, loathsomeness 
waits and dreams, buried 


beneath unforgiving tom- 
tom beat, savaged guitar, 
howls of uncomprehending 
pain, electronic hiss and 
pop, the play of metal on 
metal. 

(Piss Grey Sky Records, 
160 N. Broadway, Nyack, 
NY 10960) 

ds 


MIKE NESS 
Cheating At Solitaire 


Boy ole Mike sure looks the 
part of the urban cowboy in 
his latest publicity photo. 
Kind of like Johnny Cash 
crossed with Lou Reed. 
Which is kind of like what a 
lot of these songs sound 
like. You may not know 
Mike, but you’ve probably heard 
of his band, Social Distortion. 
Started out as a bratty punk 
combo singing songs with titles 
like "Mommy's Little Monster" 
and then changed, ever so slow- 
ly, into a hard rockin’ unit with 
pronounced country influences. 
Like the aforementioned Reed, 
Ness’ thin, somewhat monochro- 
matic voice probably had some- 


thing to do with his honing his 
gift for melody and apercu. 
Mike’s a moody little cuss too 
and over the course of an entire 
disc, even one filled with memo- 
rable compositions, songs of fail- 
ure and hard drinking and loneli- 
ness can wear you out. It’s a 
pretty safe bet to say that your 
average listener wouldn’t mind 
finding a few more things like 
“Rest of Our 
Lives,” a fine 
and moving 
testament to the 
redeeming 
power of love, 
or a rollicking 
| divertisement 
like “I’m In Love 
With My Car" on 
the disc. Still, 

| these are minor 
quibbles, 
Cheating At 
Solitaire is an 
impressive 
debut and one 
that should gar- 
ner plenty of air- 
play on alterna- 
tive radio sta- 


| 


tions. 

(Time Bomb) 

ds 

NEW AMERICAN SHAME 
New American Shame 


Well the people who wrote the 
promo-paper mailed with the 
disc sure seem to like it. So 
what the fuck? Put it in the cd 
player down at the surf shop and 


У 


Whangablangablanga ... 
Rowr... 
ROWRBAZZLE! 
Blangawhangawhanga 


At which point a couple of guys 
came in the shop looking for a 
board. The Theory of Noseriding 
was the discussion topic of the 
hour and we evaluated the pros 
and cons of all kinda weird-ass 
physics invoked whenever you 
attempt to perch upon the tippy 
front end of your surfboard with- 
out taking a very ungraceful 
splash into the water, accompa- 
nied by the loud laughter of your 
friends. 

We were still at it when | real- 
ized that the cd player had gone 
all the way through this thing and 
kicked to the next disc without 
anybody noticing. 

Noseriding Theory ain't 
THAT damn engrossing. 

Which leads me to believe 
that whatever the hell went right 
past us like the proverbial ship in 
the night was ... what? Hell, it 
wasn't even BAD. Just wasn't 
there at all. Maybe I'll bring it 
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along to the next drunken party | 
throw and give it another spin. 
(Will Records) jm 
NINE POUND HAMMER 

Live At The Vera 


Before there was Nashville 
Pussy, there was Nine Pound 
Hammer. And it was good. 
Adroitly mixing an intellectual 
white trash sensibility - think of 
57 


Harry Crews fronting a punk 
band - d.i.y. aesthetics, and a 
decidedly twisted approach to 
classic country and western 
modalities, these here boys fash- 
ioned something convulsively 
novel and yet comfortably famil- 
iar. It wasn't the kind of music 
Merle or Johnny would play; but 
you could imagine them at bar in 
some dissolute little club, nod- 
ding their heads and tapping 
their battered cowboy boots in 
approval. Yes, indeed, Nine 
Pound Hammer was all set to go 
places. Then the van broke 
down, the lead singer got himself 
married and that was all she 
wrote. So now we've got the 
commerative live disc recorded 
in front of some appreciative 
European fans. Sound puts 
Scott, the lead vocalist over and 
above the band, not surprising 
since he help mix the darn thing, 
nevertheless, this is a fairly 
accurate representation of the 
glory and wonder that was the 
Hammer. In other words, it 
smokes and therefore an excel- 
lent introduction for novices as 
well as a must have for fans as it 
contains several cuts unavailable 


on previous releases. 

(Scooch Pooch) 

ds 

PASSION PLANET 

Songs Of Love From Around 
The World 


This is mostly sung in foreign 
languages so we have to crimp 
from the press release. What 
we've got here is thirteen love 
songs from people all over the 
world. Ravi Shankar from India 
and Milton Nascimento from 
Brazil and folks from Kenya and 
lots of other places. Plus we get 
to hear "fado," which means 
"destiny" in Portuguese and is a 
kind of European Hispanic take 
on the blues. It's awfully good 
and awfully mysterious and 
unbearably lovely. It's been 
around for a while. Hell, one of 
the early Gothic writers, William 
"Vathek" Beckford, the guy who 
inspired England's upper crust to 
build fake ruins on their exten- 
sive properties, was raving about 
it a couple of centuries ago 
describing it as containing "the 
most bewitching melodies that 
ever existed since the days of 
the Sybarites . . . languid inter- 


ЕТТІ!) m m an lags out now! 


Go-kart Records 


Box 20 Prince 


rupted measures, as if the breath 
was gone with excess of rap- 
ture.” He ain't too far off the 
mark. The thing is, most of the 
rest of the stuff here is just as 
good. Give it a spin over a bottle 
of Suave Bola in a candlelit room 
for that girl or guy who’s playing 
hard to get and watch in 
bemused silence, as the clothes 
come off. 

(Juna, 260 Harrison Av, #407, 
Jersey City, NJ 07304) 

ds 


POSTMORTEM 
Some Pathetic Fear-Inducing 
Title 


| have a great idea for the ulti- 
mate Death Metal concert. The 
brainstorm is to eliminate all 
those boring intervals between 
sets by refusing to allow equip- 
ment changes. Every band will 
simply use the same instru- 
ments. The same guitars and 
bass with the same effects 
boxes and graphic equalizers set 
n “sludgebludgeon,” the same 
drums, the same vocal proces- 
sor turning the average disgrun- 
tled shouter into a rumbling, 


dangerous band 
in America's | 
first studio 

ol in three 


incoherent Cookie Monster. This 
way, whenever one batch of 
guys with their skanky hair hang- 
ing over their faces finishes and 
walk off stage, the next batch of 
guys with THEIR skanky hair 
hanging over their faces can 
walk directly on, pick up right 
where the others left off and 
nothing's changed. Oh yeah. 
Postmortem. They can go last 
Unless there's a band signed for 
the affair calling themselves 
Dead & Buried. 

(Pavement Music) 

bh 


ROBERT POLLARD 
Kid Marine 


Like that guy who calls himself 
an unpronounceable logo, 
Guided By Voices leader Robert 
Pollard has far more material to 
release than any major label can 
handle. As a side outlet from 
GbV, Pollard has started the 
independently produced Fading 
Captain series, which features 
the less commercial side of his 
muse. Kid Marine in the first of 
these releases. 

Not surprisingly, Kid Marine 


Out now on 
CD and LP 


Mail order: CD-S10, LP-S8 


treet Station New York, NY 10012 oh: (212) 253-2906 www.GokartRecords.com 


i more successful than Pollard's 
recent GbV outings because 
independence permits him to 
explore without record company 
constraints. For example, not 
one of the fifteen songs here has 
і verse-chorus-verse format. 
| hat doesn't mean, however, 
that Kid Marine is lo-fi and out- 
-tune as were many earlier 
(ару records. On the contrary, 
ће vast majority of the album is 
tudio-recorded, and the guitars 
ire nearly always in tune. 
! hough it reclaims the sound of 
intage GbV (1992-95), it lacks 
ihe sense of economy and flow 
that made Propeller and Bee 
I housand brilliant. No song is 
horter than 1 1/2 minutes, and 
Io segues just aren't there. 
While the compositions vary 
пот the esoteric opening and 
closing suites, "Submarine 
I oams" and "Island Crimes,” to 
ће acoustic “Flings of the 
Waistcoat Crowd,” the hooks are 
lar less obvious than, say, 
Motor Away.” Pollard’s fans will 
enjoy Kid Marine, but the rest 
ие better off waiting for the next 
(ibV disc. 
(Hecordhead/Rockathon) 
11 


I LVIS PRESLEY 
Sunrise 


[hat Elvis Presley's original 
'ecordings for Sun Records from 
1954-55 are among the most 
important tracks in American 
musical history is beyond ques- 
поп. A hick truck driver from 
Mississippi rode into Memphis, 
iet it loose in a way that no other 

іпдег had before or has since, 
ind set the standard for rock 'n' 
‘oll as we know it. The question 
remains, however, whether mod- 
ein technology can do much to 
improve the sound quality of the 
un recordings. Sunrise - a two 
пас set composed of his original 
un recordings on the first disc, 
lus earlier recordings, out take 
ersions апа 1956 live record- 
j^ on the second - attempts to 
i^ во. While Sam Phillips had a 
пол! ear for talent, he wasn't 
actly Rudy Van Gelder in the 
ording studio. Thus, even 
гол! advances in CD master- 
ig technology can't improve the 
und quality of Sunrise much 
yond the versions of the same 
that appeared on The 
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ELVIS PRESLEY 


King of Rock 'n' Roll box set six 
years ago. 

Moreover, with regard to the 
second disc, the earlier record- 
ings are of archival interest only, 
the outtakes of his Sun record- 
ings are merely redundant, and 
the poorly recorded live tracks 
are utterly unlistenable. Rather 
than charging top dollar for a 
two-disc ripoff, Presley's estate 
should have kept this to a single 
disc that showed respect for both 
the import of the works in ques- 
tion and the wallets of pur- 
chasers. 

(RCA) 
df 


PRETTY THINGS 
Rage Before Beauty 


In Issue #26 of Brutarian, | 
reviewed the reissued first four 
LPs by The Pretty Things. In 
addition to continuing with the re- 
issues (Silk Torpedo and Savage 
Eye from the 70s. . . where's 
Parachute, dammit?) and the live 
SF Sorrow show on CD (titled 
Resurrection), Snapper has just 
released the Pretties' first album 
of new studio material in about 
twenty years, Rage Before 
Beauty. Based on the wide 
range of musical styles the band 
has exhibited over the course of 
their career, | was very curious 
as to what this new effort would 
sound like - Bo Diddly/Jimmy 
Reed-inspired primitive blues- 
rock, art-school Kinks-ish sitting 


room rock, complete with the 
occasional strings & harpsichord, 
or the more mainstream rock of 
their Swan Song 70s releases? 
The live show | saw them play in 
November 1998 was all over the 
map, material-wise. Happily, 
they pretty much covered all of 


е м: 524 
бяро. Nt bes a 


these bases here as well, and 
appear much more alive and 
kicking than any of us had a right 
to expect, given their ages 
(mostly in their 5Os). | strongly 
suspect if this were the latest 
studio offering from their contem- 
poraries, the Rolling Stones, 
most critics would be lauding it 
as yet another brilliant resurrec- 
tion by that combo. 

The new album, above all 
else, is a tour de force for singer 
and songwriter Phil May, one of 
the few rock & roll vocalists 
who's able to sing with a sneer in 
each of his many voices. Much 
like Mick Jagger, who he's 
always been compared to, Phil 
doesn't have the best or 
strongest pipes, but he is a great 
singer, capable of making damn 
near any song his own. | under- 
stand the cuts on this thing were 
recorded over about a twelve- 
thirteen year (if not longer) peri- 
od, in multiple sessions. This 
being the case, it holds together 
well - it's surprisingly cohesive. 
Among the highlights - "Eternal 
Flame,” a "Mother's Little 
Helper"-ish 60s sounding mid- 
tempo rocker, "Love Keeps 
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Hanging On” - an emotional, 
“Wild Horses”-sounding ballad 
(dammit, there are those Rolling 
Stones’ references again!) fea- 
turing a guitar solo by Dave 
Gilmour, the rocking “Passion of 
Love,” and some very whacky, 
inspired covers - a remake of 
“Play With Fire” (originally done 
by ... don't tell me, let me guess 
...), “Eve Of Destruction,” and a 
May/Ronnie Spector duet of 
“Mony, Mony.” This clearly isn't 
just some thrown together, slap- 
dash effort intended to make a 
quick buck for the band. 

Rumor has it they're hitting 
the road to promote this some- 
time soon. Based on the live 
show | saw in November 1998, 
along with this LP, these should 
be great performances. The 
Pretties are still a vital band and 
a force to be reckoned with . . . 
now, about that other band 
they're always being compared 
with . . .Mick, Keef, Charlie - 
make it interesting, get these 
guys to open for you on your net 
tour... оп second thought, for- 
get it! | don't wanna have to 
stand in line for days just to see 
the Pretties again. 

(Snapper) jo 
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ONSET RECORDS rocks your pants! 


SLAB-” Reflect”. Brand new, 
long-awaited debut full-length 
CD from Upland CA's pop- 
punk veterans. Featuring clas- 
sics such as "No Way Out”, 
"Yesterday" and many more. 


引っ UPERNOVICE-"Timely". 
Third full-length CD from 


THE PRISSTEENS 
Scandal, Controversy & 
Romance 


Richard Gottehrer, wandering in 
darkness since Blondie's debut, 
has finally found something to 
write home about. A sexy punk 
band weaned on late 50s-early 
60s pop. With not one, but three 
hot looking gals. The guy is a 
drummer so he sits in the back 
and doesn't detract. They're 
posed to succeed. Write-ups in 
all the major music mags - 
including Rolling Stone - with 
Mick Rock doing photo shoots. 
Good singing, good playing. The 
approach: studiously sloppy. 
Where they're coming from: 
slightly arch interpretation of 
"Sorrow," hopelessly romantic 
take on “(Га Go The) Whole 
Wide World." Where you're 
going: to your local record parlor 
to buy this scintillating disc so 
as to keep them from getting 
pregnant by their worthless 
boyfriends (not that remote a 
possibility as they work as bar- 
tenders) and having to break up , 
to raise the kids. 

(Almo) 

ds 


PUBLIC IMAGE LTD. 
Plastic Box 


Following the breakup of the Sex 
Pistols in 1978, John Lydon 
(Johnny Rotten) continued grat- 
ing on the public consciousness 
with Public Image Ltd., whose 
output from 1978-92 is recalled 
chronologically over four discs 
on Plastic Box. After a brilliant 
first single ("Public Image") and 
an inconsistent first LP (First 
Issue), PiL hit its peak on Meta! 
Box (1979), three 12" singles 
released in a film canister that 
combined Lydon's bitter 
whine/moan/bellow and Keith 
Levene's abrasive guitars and 
synths with a dub-informed albeit 
sloppy rhythm section of bassist 
Jah Wobble and various drum- 
mers. Though three of Metal 
Box songs are included in ver- 
sions from BBC sessions, the 
entire album is represented on 
Plastic Box. Even today, the 
spacious tracks from Metal Box 
provoke horrified glances from 
the uninitiated. 

Though PiL next two studio 
albums - the Wobble-less, per- 
cussion-dominated Flowers of 
Romance (1981) and the 
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Levene-less This is What You 
Want, This is What You Get 
(1984) - have their share of 
inspired moments, PiL never 
again approached Metal Box. 
By the generically titled 
Album/Cassette/Compact Disc, 
PiL (1986) had become a 
moniker for Lydon and whoever 
and had about as much in com- 
mon with its original lineup as 
the 1995 King Crimson lineup 
did with the band that made 
"21st Century Schizoid Man" thir- 
ty years ago. What was once 
inspired but technically slack had 
given way to polished, compe- 
tent hard rock. The earlier ver- 
sion, however, was far more sat- 
isfying. Though Plastic Box 
sounds exquisite, its liner notes 
consist solely of Lydon's notes 
on each track and provide scant 
personnel information. 

(Virgin) 

df 


MARY PRANKSTER 
Blue Skies over Dundalk 


Imagine Betty Boop telling foul 
mouthed tales of sexual hijinks 
and alcohol abuse, and you've 
got a fix on Mary Prankster. 


Prankster and her three-piece 
band crank out hook-filled guitar- 
based pop/rock with major atti- 
tude. The song titles - “Tits and 
Whiskey," “Mercyfuck,” etc. - 
pretty much tell the story. 
Ihough not particularly original 
musically, her bawdy frankness 
is noteworthy. 

(Fowl) 

at 


HANDOM 
loo Stoned To Sneeze 


Jon Drukman is one of the semi- 
nal figures in electronic dance 
culture. Starting out his compo- 
sitional life as a raver in a collec- 
live known as Ultraviolet 
(Catastrophe, he has since gone 
on to push the limits of experi- 
mental poly-rhythmic electronica. 
Гоо Stoned, Drukman’s latest 
оой, with its decidedly pro- 
nounced emphasis on danceable 
rhythms, is likely to win him 
logions of new fans. (Fans, not 
consumers, as most enthusiasts 
lor this stuff are people barely 
out of their teens holding mini- 
mum-wage jobs.) Most of it is 
built on that skittish, syncopated 


dance-shuffle known as drums 
and bass or breakbeat. Which 
means one erects a foundation 
of heavy synthesized bum-bum- 
bum, badadada bum, and over- 
lays melodic rhythmic frag- 
ments, disembodied voices, and 
electronic whooshes and 
squawks. In lesser hands, this 
can make for heavy going, but 
Drukman has a way with dynam- 
ics; he knows when to bring it 
up, when to bring it down and 
when to change pace. This ain't 
the Nazz ,but if given an atten- 
tive listen, especially on head- 
phones, it certainly can result in 
a heady buzz. 

(Evil Teen) 

ds 


THE SADIES 
Precious Moments 


Those of you who were expect- 
ing sui generis from the galvaniz- 
ing combo backing Andre 
Williams on his latest release are 
asked to pause here before buy- 
ing. The Good: cold blue flame, 
Neko Case, wraps her lithesome 
self all over "Cowhand"; the 
noisy hard-rockin' “Barbarosa” іп 


which leader Dallas Good drops 
the country-light vocal pretension 
and rasps and wheezes like the 
true punker we know he is, most 
of the cuts on the second half of 
this twenty-song collection which 
while twangy have one longing 
for Malibu as opposed to 
Bakersfield; The Bad: the 
twangy, long-lonesome-prairie 
instros which are far too snide 
for their own good; The Ugly: 
Dallas Good's country-light vocal 
pretension (that vocal don't 
sound lived-in son). 

(Bloodshot) 

ds 


THE SCREWS 
| Hate Music & Other Classics 


Mick Collins (Gories) takes a 
break from his latest garage rock 
nutjob project, Dirtbombs, to give 
us this, another garage rock 
nutjob project. Mick, being the 
inventive little critter he is 
though, ensures the listener 
won't confuse Hate Music with 
the aforementioned combo by 
ladling on a lot of deranged, 
bluesy guitar work to several 
cuts. To several cuts, not all. 


The pure punk compositions - 
"You're Just A Bum" (written 
when Mick was 15), "Kill 
Someone You Hate,” 4 Hate 
Music” (bratty girls caterwauling 
over cacophony in the later two) 
- are quite punky, while sedate 
Dadaistic essays like “Jesse 
Lee” and “Valley” contain 
rhythms and textures which are 
decidedly jazzy. In other words, 
there’s a lot going on here and 
this is good as Mr. Collins’ voice 
isn't the most compelling instru- 
ment and many of these "songs" 
are little more than exercises in 
what we in the writer's trade like 
to call the "half-baked." God 
damn, though, Mick knows what 
to throw into pure slop, and like a 
Mulligan stew, you end up with 
something tasty whipped up from 
what most people would consid- 
er little more than garbage. 

(In The Red) 

ds 


SICK OF IT ALL 
Call To Arms 


"Are we that shallow? IS getting 
your groove on all that matters?" 
ask hardcore veterans and stan- 


12 new renditions of some 
Of the worst, Sapplest and 
most annoying 


Showtunes 


write for a free catalog of records, shirts, and shit to: 
FAT WRECK CHORDS p.o. box 193690 san francisco, ca 94119 


dard bearers, Sick Of It All on the single from 
their fifth album. Let us answer the first 
question, first. Only the shallow do not judge 
by appearances and by all appearances Call 
To Arms is, for the most part, le dernier mot 
in hardcore. Not because there are so few 
hardcore bands left, but because the band's 
intensity and airtight playing makes "this" 
hardest of hardcore, a genre traditionally 
eschewing melody, subtlety and humor, 
extremely appealing. There are even a few 
cuts here bordering on the anthemic. Viva la 
change! Now as to the second question, 
yes, getting your “groove оп” is all that mat- 
ters. For those without a groove are dancing 
out of time and this one should never do. 
Even in the mosh pit. 

(Fat Wreck Chords) 

ds 


6X 
Kung Pow! 


Ya know, | was pretty disturbed the other day 
whilst doing some research to discover that 
The Leroi Brothers ( white roots-rock R&B 
band that does their thing pretty well) carried 
on under the name after they let psycho-gut- 
bucket guitarist Evan Johns go. Kind of like 
Lou Reed’s cousin, or whatever he was in 
his relation to Lou, continuing to take book- 
ings for the Velvet Underground when Willie 
Alexander was singing lead. Pretty unset- 


tling. Just like 6X which writes perfectly 
agreeable heavy pop tunes and has to go 


and mess them up by having this Lara Kiang 


singing them in this wishy-washy, nasal, 
Lolita come-hither style. Wake up, Lara! 


Guys, the primary purchasers of rock music 
of this sort, especially when the lines you 
employ make it obvious that you are playing 
to them, do not dig little girls. Sick old men 
do. You've got a pretty decent thing going 
here; the songs are infectious, the guitarist 
has a sly, muscular way about him, and the 
lyrics, as far as | can tell, have a lot of arrest- 
ing bits, so start singing from the gut instead 
of from some abstract riot-grrrl sensibility and 
your audience, i.e. normal men, are going to 
sit up and take notice. 

(Daemon Records) 

ds 


TOBIN SPROUT 
Let's Welcome the Circus People 


Sprout’s third and weakest solo set since his 
departure from Guided by Voices accentu- 
ates his flaws: his songs, while sweetly 
melodic, are generally mid-tempo and dull 
and not helped by his high-pitched vocals. 
Further, by trying to perform as a one man 
band with a drummer, he undercuts his 
material further by executing them in a far 
too relaxed manner. Though "Maid to Order" 
evinces a strong Brian Wilson influence, the 
rest are snoozers. Even when he has a 
chance to open the throttle and rock out, 
Sprout appears restrained for no apparent 
reason. 

(Wigwam/Recordhead) 
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BAD RELIGION * HI-STANDARD 
AEROBITCH * NERFHERDER * BIGWIG 
UNDECLINABLE AMBUSCADE * FURY 66 
ATARIS * UNWRITTEN LAW * AFI 
DILLINGER 4 • SPREAD • AVAIL 
SWINGIN’ UTTEHS * THE BARFEEDERS 
CITIZEN FISH * BLINK 182 • SNUFF 
GOOBER PATROL * KILLSWITCH 
ENEMY YOU * NO USE FOR A NAME 
CONSUMED • МН. T EXPERIENCE 
LAGWAGON ¢ GWAR * DICKIES 
SAMIAM * DOGPISS * ALL е NOFX 
59 TIMES THE PAIN • BRACKET? MISFITS 
NO MEANS NO * DESCENDENTS 
DANCE HALL CRASHERS * LIMP 
GUTTERMOUTH * JUGHEADS REVENGE 
CIRCLE JERKS • OFFSPRING * 20 % 
MAD CADDIES * THE CRIMINALS 
SCREECHING WEASEL « NICOTINE 
ONE MAN ARMY * STRUNG OUT 
YOUTH BRIGADE * TILT • SPAZZ 
THE DAMNED * D.O.A. • PULLEY 
88 FINGERS LOUIE е THE VANDALS 
PENNYWISE * NO FUN AT ALL* WIZO 
SICK OF IT ALL * A.O.D. • ANTI-FLAG 
7 SECONDS • GROOVY GHOULIES 
RANCID * DIESEL BOY * WHITE FLAG 
FRENZAL RHOMB * Н20» BODYJAH 
THE QUEERS * D.I. * BLACK FLAG 
CAUSTIC SODA ・ SATANIC SURFERS 
THE BROADEAST • MEN О" STEEL 

RONT * DOWN BY LAW 


AGNOSTIC?/ 
USELESS #D ・ POISON IDEA • HOTBOX 
THE REAL MCKENZIES • SUBHUMANS 

BUCK WILD * LUNACHICKS ・ DWARVES 

BOUNCING SOULS * TRIGGER HAPPY 

ONE HIT WONDER * TEN FOOT POLE 


JOHN P. STROHM 
Vestavia 


After years with Blake Babies, Antenna, the 
| emonheads, and others, Strohm steps out 
on his own in a compelling solo debut full of 
strong songwriting. In a more enlightened 
universe, his poppy Midwestern guitar rock 
would blare from car radios everywhere. 
Ihough Strohm played most of the instru- 
ments himself, he avoids the self-indulgence 
of most such efforts. Rather, Vestavia 
sounds like the work of a great bar band. 
Hell, he does Tom Petty better than Tom 
Petty has done Tom Petty since Damn the 
Torpedos. Buy it! 

(Flat Earth) 

at 


SQUIRREL NUT ZIPPERS 
Perennial Favorites 


()h Lawdy Miss Clawdy! but is this ever 
some good shit. Kinda like the 30s came 
back but without the Great Depression or 
loe Stalin. A horn section. Yeah... horns. 
In particular saxophones. BARITONE SAX- 
OPHONE. And played like the damn thing 
oughtta be played, instead of the usual 
overblown sax stylings that cause most peo- 
ple to think the thing should be taken out and 
dumped in the river along with the nitwit who 
was giving it a blowjob at the time. 


And the broad who does the crooning 
has got me swooning. Like that redhead in 
the old Tex Avery cartoon where the wolf 
hears her in the club and proceeds to go 
completely insane with lust. It's a sultry 
voice taken very close to the edge without 
ever going over. Snappy tunes, quite 
whistleable. Killer lyrics. Incredible musi- 
cianship. Nothing gets overused or becomes 
repetitive. Holy moly but somebody went to 
some EXTREME lengths to make music so 
seamless. Nifty cd case too! 

(Mammoth) 
jm 


UNITED STATES THREE 
Creature 


USS's third release shows a band with no 
apparent sense of direction. With the addi- 
tion of two new members, they explore a 
variety of pop styles from ethereally cheesy 
lo-fi with an Another Green World influence 
to light, almost whispered guitar tunes 
straight from the Beatles' canon to a spunky 
acoustic-based track that sound like a cross 
between Jonathan Richman and Syd Barrett. 
While individual songs work nicely, the com- 
bined whole is a mixed bag that sounds 
more like a label compilation than the work of 
one band. US3 needs to settle on a sound 
and pursue it fully. 

(Flat Earth) df 


THE VON ZIPPERS “Bad Generation" LP/CD 
Mean n unclean trash/punk takedown ES1247 


VARIOUS 
Four On The Floor 


You can probably pick this up cheap, a half- 
hour’s worth of sampler album that’s been 
drawn and quartered among four bands, 
each of which kick in four cuts of double-time 
garage punk. Nobody sounds appreciably 
different from one another, and everyone 
owes big debts to the Ramones, but it sure is 
a lot of high-energy fun. Crack-you-up high- 
lights include Screaching Weasel’s “Punk 
Rock Explained,” Moral Crux’s “Internet 
Loser,” Enemy Your’s “Boy In A Bubble,” and 
Teen Idols’ “Monsters Walk the Earth.” 
(Panic Button, Box 148010, Chicago, IL 
60614-8010) 

bh 


VARIOUS 
Satori: A Tribute To Bauhaus 


Gothic. Dark forests and damp cellars, 
ruined abbeys riddled with secret passages, 
clanking chains, disembodied moans, thun- 
derstorms, gibbous moons. That was then. 
This is now. The new Gothic is heroin. 
Anne Rice. Vampire covens by special 
appointment only! Lithesome babes 
dressed in black leather. With kohled eyes, 
red red lipstick, and fanged incisors. Fey 
males sporting bondage gear. Dancing, 
when they deign to dance, to . . . Bauhaus. 
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THE CROWN ROYALS “Funky-Dol” CD 
Down n' dirty soul instro grinder! ESD1255 
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WANT SOME МОКЕ! __ 


THE NO-TALENTS “...Want Some More" LP/CD 
И trashy tracks of prime Parisian punk’n’roll retardation! 
ON TOUR: THE MAKERS, THE QUADRAJETS, THE NOMADS, VON ZIPPERS, THE 
COYOTEMEN, SEWERGROOVES, TV KILLERS...check www.estrus.com for details! 
P.0. Box 2125 Bellingham, WA. 98227-2125 U.S.A. 
We also carry loads of non-Estrus crap...WRITE 
FOR OUR STUPENDOUS FREE CATALOG TODAY! 


ж FOR WORLD TAG TEAM TITLE! 


рани“ ____ј 
Midget asd Big Girls’ | iei Bisset Rowen 
Мәзеһ yoo raa") АЛ) „~ 


Tag Team Match 


THE COYOTEMEN "-.vs El Mundo!" CD 


THE SEWERGROOVES Three Time Losers" 
Savage 21-track rawk n' roll attack! ESD1256 


МІН Hot, raw п loud Swedish sin! ES119 


ALSO OUT NOW: The Makers "Psychopathia Sexualis" LP/CD, The Estrus 26 Spicey 
Sizzlers Sampler CD $5.00ppd!, Switch Trout “Psycho-Action!” CD, The Quadrajets “Рау 
The Deuce” LP/CD, The Gimmicks “High Heels" EP, Thundercrack “Own Shit Home" 
LP/CD IN THE WORKS: The Nomads “Big Sound 2000” LP/CD, T.V. Killers LP/CD “Have 
a Blitz on You” LP/CD, Coyote Men “2-Sides of..” LP/CD, WATTS LP/CD and MORE! 

PRICES: $8.00 LP's & 10” EP's / $12.00 CD's ($8.00 CD ep's), $4.00 7” ppd. in U.S.A. 


An extremely overrated band in possession 
of three wonderfully morbid songs ("Bela 
Lugosi's Dead,” "Stigmata Martyr,” "Lagartija 
Nick"). Instrumental in the development of 
the movement nonetheless and therefore 
ripe for interpretation. And here we get it: 
Japaniserie by way of Loisada. Eldritch, 
eerie, ecstatic. Noh meets nowhere and 
gets metaloid funky. Bite me, chica! Whip 
me on my curvaceous rump you epicene 
bitch! 

(Creativeman) 

ds 


VARIOUS 
Estrus Sampler 


Volume something or other. We have no 
idea what volume. Just turn up the volume. 
This is the kind of unheard insane nonsense 
which would have pasty-faced doctoral stu- 
dents at Duke University (cf,. The Aesthetics 
of Hockby Theodore Gracyk) weeping and 
tossing, page by page, their unreadable doc- 
toral theses into a bonfire. Ya see, guys like 
Gracyk, haven't found an "authentic" rock 
and roll band treading the boards since Brian 
Jones was held under. Well, don't hate 
Gracyk too much; what can you expect when 
you retreat to the lvory Tower to write about 
rock and roll? Still, most folks over thirty 
generally nod their empty-heads when some- 
one at a cocktail party starts bitching and 


YOU FOOLS! 


moaning about r'n'r being dead as a door- 
nail. The next time this happens children - 
(and it will sometime next week) - slap this 
fucking thing on the disc player. Then turn it 
way way up, take off all your clothes, and 
just start to groove. Groove, not dance. 
Everyone, and | mean, everyone, will follow 
suit. That’s how good this shit is. Twenty-six 
cuts of (well except for Madame X who’s so 
condescending he/she/it literally trashes that 
cocktail lounge aesthetic which is boring 
everyone to death) deranged, Dionysian, 
delectable descents into the garage. Sort of. 
Astro-rock, honking-sax fueled 50s instro 
rock, blues-soaked screamer rock, 60s punk- 
rock, deconstructionist French-rock, anti- 
deconstructionist French-rock, ersatz post- 
modern rock, ROCK-ROCK. | ask you, how 
can you not dance to ROCK-ROCK? Which 
all of this, all of this, be a sub-genre of? 
ROCK-ROCK be fine. ROCK-ROCK be the 
pure distillation of chtonic . . . [Ranter con- 
fined to the White Room of the Camille 
Paglia Home for Lost Boys]. 

(Estrus) 

ds 


VARIOUS 
Hotter Than Hell: An Injection of 
Psychobilly Madness 


As far as we can tell, “Psychobilly” appears 
to be a hyper-speed approach to rockabilly. 


OTH GUITARS, SO 
DIES AND WAVES OF STONED SLUDGE 
ESE ARE THE THINGS IN 


ЈЕ 


А рипк арргоасћ to Sun Sessions. Without 
Elvis or Jerry Lee or Charlie Feathers at the 
helm. We favor the slower approach of the 
Cramps and Tav Falco which allows the 
singer to stamp his persona on the song. It’s 
difficult to impress yourself on something 
moving at the speed of a freight train. Not 
that the singers here don't try; that's the point 
of all of this. Frank Sinatra probably voiced 
the same complaint in refusing to sing or 
even acknowledge rock and roll as song 
form. So we don't want to come off as 
squares, recognizing that this compilation 
would go over real swell at a party for jaded, 
college-educated, twenty-somethings. Still, 
when a combo like The Flametrick Subs 
slows things down a bit, just a bit mind you, 
we can't help but notice. 

(Cargo) 

ds 


VARIOUS 
Goin' After Pussy 


Sooner or later you're going to have to make 
a choice. That choice: girls or rock and roll. 
Don't deny it. Real rock and roll is danger- 
ous stuff. It shouts from the rooftops: the 


desire to live in the moment, inexhaustible 
multiplicity, turbulence, wretched excess, 
irresponsibility, drunkenness, willful stupidity, 
the non-systemic derangement of the sens- 
es. All well and good when you're in your 


DOOM LIVES! 


STIRRING 


NEED ANDIT'S ALL RIGHT HERE. N-JOY. 


ONLY AVAILABLE AT STORES WITH 
SEND $14 EACH CD POST PAID TO: 


BRAINTICKET RECORDS 
PO BOX 122048 
ARLINGTON TX 76012 
WWW.BRAINTICKET.COM¢ 


SEND FORAFREE CA АОС. OF DOOM, HEAVY, MUSICAL WARPINGS! 


CHECK OUT OUR 
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EBSITE AS'WELL! 


ALSO AVAILABLE: 
ARCHIE BUNKER 
"LUCKY 13" 


PUNISHING TEXAS 
AGGRO-GROOVE 


Iwenties. Gals shrug their shoulders, titter 
with their friends and look on it as a kind of 
absurd post-modern romanticism: boys being 
boys. Once you hit your thirties, though, 
you'd better put it all behind you. Time to 
grow up, become a man and start shoulder- 
ing responsibility. Rock and roll becomes 
пе Rolling Stones on low during summer 
barbecues. Look at your friends. Glazed 
expressions, a few sips of Bud and sotto 
voce exchanges of "Delicious, delicious." 

Ihe horror. The horror. Alright, keep listen- 
ing to The Candy Snatchers and Electric 

| rankenstein you’re going to be shunned like 
а leper. "I don't understand you, you're a thir- 
Iy-One year old trapped in а twelve year olds 
body and mind. | hope you get on with it and 
по! on with your fucking life." So it's kind of 
ironic that this smokin' compilation of insane 
hard punk and garage arrivistes has the title 
it does. Let the wife catch you listening to 
this and look for the divorce papers in the 
mail. Have the girlfriend find this in your disc 
collection and start searching for a new place 
io live. Me? I pull up in front of the house 
with this blasting from the speakers. She 
jets in the car | know we're going places. 
“he turns around and walks back inside; 
nothing ventured, nothing gained. 

(Junk Records, Box 1474, Cypress, CA 
20630) ds 


IHE VOLCANOS 
Finish Line Fever 


Don't lie. You've been hanging out at your 
village’s Ye-Olde Used Record Store hoping 
against hope that an early Defender’s LP 
(the Defenders were one of the earliest pur- 
veyors of the reved up earthbound garage 
tyle known as drag) will turn up. Well, it 
might, but it's going to be so scratchy as to 
во unplayable. Pardner, no need to weep 
('course if you were getting laid regularly 
you'd never weep), here's The Volcanos 
pringing these boss hot-rod instros straight 
off the Top Ten Big Daddy Roth playlist (Big 
Daddy Roth, the creator of Rat Fink and all 
orts of cool, unbuildable wild monster model 
cars which in turn... oh, forget it). The dif- 
lorence between this and surf music? Hell if 
\ know. The chords are pitched lower? 
гоаћ, that’s it. That and the fact we have 
excerpts from announcers at stock car races. 
I! hat and the fact it all sounds more com- 
bustible. Louder and less watery. Like a 
наг band vying for attention at Daytona. 
Alright, maybe not Daytona. Manassas, 
гота. They even let children bring coolers 
n at the speedway at Manassas. Can drink 
hatever you want. Have sex under the 
ieachers if you don't make too much noise. 
пе track is only a mile long so the cars can't 
агу too long an engine. It's loud but not too 
loud. The Volcanos could probably make 
'hemselves heard over any one of the chal- 
lenges. Still, we're talking twenty-five to thir- 


ty cars here. That's a lot 
of noise with which to 
compete. What you're 
going to like about The 
Volcanos, among many 
other things, is that they 
make you feel like they'd 
leap at the opportunity to 
give it a shot. 

(Estrus) ds 


THE VON ZIPPERS 
Bad Generation 


The Von Zippers remind 
one of a promising young 
lefthander. With a left- 
hander you don't ask for 
much more than to be in and around the 
plate; nevertheless, you'd like to see him get 
a few more seasons in Triple-A under their 
belt so that he learns when it's appropriate to 
be around the plate and when it's appropri- 
ate to be on the plate. With garage rock it's 
kind of similar, you're not asking for great 
performance, you're asking that the band 
know when to be off and when to be on. In 
other words, when to understate as a singer 
when the guitarist is getting bent out of 
shape, when to play around the beat, when 
to let go as an aggregate and when to rein it 
in. The Von Zippers have the songs and the 
attitude; they just need a little seasoning. 
When they learn the niceties, the proprieties, 
they'll be a combo to reckon with. So let's 
chalk up the fitfully interesting Bad 
Generation to inexperience and see what 
The Von Zippers do the next time out. 
(Estrus) ds 
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WELLWATER CONSPIRACY 
Brotherhood of Electric: Operation 
Directives 


Collisions are all the rage these days. Just 
check out those endless ungodly atrocity 
exhibition videos on the Fox Network, or 
movies starring huge chunks of celestial 
debris. The same principle applies here, 
only it's musical decades playing chicken 


OO の SA 


with one another. “1999” reads the copy- 
right, and sure | can hear plenty of garagey 
postpunk alternachug, but | swear somebody 
gulped a big divot out of the 70s, too. Hear 
those thin, cheesy organs? Those filtered 
Moog-style synthesizer quacks? That Deep 
Purplish vocal yelp? You do too? So it's not 
just me? Now, if only | could figure out if 
that's a good thing or a bad thing, but jeez, 
you know, if you haved to ask ... 

(Time Bomb) bh 


ANDRE WILLIAMS & THE SADIES 
Red Dirt 


Years of drinking and general self-abuse 
have somehow convinced hithertofore- 
rhythm-and-blues artiste, Andre Williams, 
that he's broke down enough to do country. 
Hell, country worked for Ray Charles, so why 
the hell not? Besides, Andre was born in 
Bessemer, Alabama and that's about as 
country as you can get. So, in an effort to 
launch his new career, Mr. Rhythm holed up 
in the studio with a bunch of young repro- 
bates, wrote himself a couple of weepers like 
"She's a Bag of Potato Chips" and "My Sister 
Stole My Woman," tacked on a few favorites 
by the likes of Harlan Howard and Lefty 
Frizzell and, voila: Hed Dirt. Good is not 
really the word to describe it. Doesn't do it 
justice, somehow. Weird Hed Dirt certainly 
is. Entertaining as well, espe- 
cially when ole Andre talks his 
way through a piece. Which 
is quite often. A good thing 
since he doesn't always 
sound so comfortable singing. 
A big hand for the Sadies too, 
who are damn fine. Obviously 
E weaned on Willis, Snow, 

| Williams et al., their acumen 

· lends this project the authen- 
LM { ticity it so desperately needs 

| to keep it from sounding like a 
· mere exercise In eccentricity. 

| (Bloodshot) 

| ds ж 
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POLICE STORY 


In Australia they do things right. Like taking trashy films, 
remastering them in their unedited versions and then releas- 
ing them letterboxed. Doesn't matter if they're in Cantonese 
like this Jacky Chan epic, they get someone proficient in the 
language to translate and then someone in the Aussie film 
industry painstakingly adds the subtitles. In this outing, one 
of Jacky's finest films, he plays Kar-Kui, a plain clothes cop 
seeking to bust up a notorious cocaine cartel headed by a 
vicious businessman named Chu. Although Chu is awaiting 
trial thanks to an arrest by Jacky in the opening of the film - 
an astonishing sequence in which an entire hillside shanty- 
town is destroyed and Chan subsequently attempts to fight 
off the mob's goons while swinging from a double-decker bus 
from an umbrella - the druglord is confident his lawyer can 
get him off. If Chu can get rid of his mistress, Shalina, who 
has turned state's evidence. Guess who's assigned to pro- 
tect her? Although the film is essentially played for laughs, 
the fight sequences are nevertheless stunningly choreo- 
graphed as are the bits of business designed to show off 
Chan's Chaplinesque ability with inanimate objects. The 
finale in the glass shopping center will have you wondering 
how Jacky managed to stay alive while filming as he is hit 
with glass display cases, metal rods, bats, hell everything but 
the kitchen sink, before being asked to slide several stories 
down a metal pole and through what looks like a couple of 
glass floors. 

(Available exclusively through Trash Palace) 


BEGOTTEN 


Here's a 78 minute piece which would probably be an incredi- 
ble experience if viewed while high on acid. That's a drug Oz 
has steered clear of - he's barely holding it together as it is - 
yet even if you don't have a couple of tabs handy this eerie 
little experimental black and white flick will probably do ya 
just fine. There's no story to speak of, and no dialogue, still, 
if you get past the opening in which "God" is slowly disem- 
boweling Himself to give birth to the earth mother, you're 
going to go for a mind-blowing trip through a blasted land- 
scape where sex and death are inextricably intertwined, 
down is up, and strange hooded figures take pestle and mor- 
tar to tumors so as to make them easier to jam down their 
sacrificial victims' throats. One of whom appears to be the 
earth mother. The other whom appears to be God reborn as 


i rudely shaped spastic.. Yes, the 
питакег5 are attempting to make 
ome heavy mythological state- 
топі here but damn if Ozzy could 
ligure it out. After awhile, though, 
(9; stopped trying and just let him- 
olf float thru the grisaille while his 
ears were soothed by disquieting 
musical fragments, the thump 
thump thump of disembodied 
hearts and the drip drop drip of 
water. Filmed on grainy high con- 
irast stock recalling the work of the 
Garman Expressionist school, 
Подоһеп certainly isn't for every- 
пе, yet those enamored of the film 
'hetoric of the macabre - slanted 
¿amora angles, double exposure, 
оппо, blurrings, interruptions by 
n negatives, etc. - will certainly 
have little trouble finding much to 
imire in a work which almost 
dalios characterization. 


IN YOUR FACE 
ка ABAR 


(00d God y'all! Afro-Americans 
e moving into Beverly Hills! But 
jou can bet your sweet ass Whitey 
t going to take this lying down. 
Hot on yore life. Within minutes 
позе rich ofays have their local 
home owner's association picketing 
iutside the newly purchased home, 
Nazi's goose stepping on the side- 
valk, and news flashes on the 
(айо warning Caucasians to steer 
claar of the neighborhood. Dr. 
Kinkade, the magisterial man who 
has just moved in with his wife and 
Iwọ kids, is non-plussed. He's had 
о pack it up and high-tail it three 
ms in the last couple of months 
ind now he's taking a stand. A 
(апа which turns out to be rather 
kety after his loving neighbors 
In his front lawn into a garbage 
landfill and gut his cat and hang it 
up on the front porch. Enter a 
оар of bikers led by John Abar, а 
lashiki-wearing, social worker and 
part-time waste management spe- 
141181 (he hauls trash). He wants 
пе Doc to move back to Watts and 
help the brothers. Doc ain't budg- 


QMETHINE AMERICA'S #1 
МА И СВАСКРОТ 
VIDEO ° VIDEO COMPANY! 


FOR THE VERY BEST IN 
EXPLOITATION & SEXPLOITATION! 


Uncut & Uncensored! 


Over 2000 sinema classicks available! 
SEND *5 FOR OUR HUGE CATALOG! 


Please state with signature thal you're 18 or older! て 
の の の の の の の の の の の の の の の の の の の @@ КУ 
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ing but agrees to seriously consider 
Abar's proposal if our ghetto 
garbageman will guard his home 
while he finishes his . . . experi- 
ments. And what might these 
experiments be? you ask. Why to 
create a race of supermen. Black 
supermen, as pale skins, if the cre- 
ators of Abar are to be believed, 
are either depraved retards or dis- 
ciples of Hitler. In any case, after 
Kinkade's son is run over trying to 


play tag with a redneck in a station SS ZAQ Get your SWV 
wagon, and Abar himself is shot at B * 
by some locals mistaking him for a Lub 80 Oke 
runaway mule, the latter agrees to and boogie down with 
become the Doctor’s guinea pig. Bucky Beaver! 


Abar downs a potion and, presto- 
changeo, becomes no, not Black 
Moses, but an ebony Jehovah: 
indestructible and possessed of the 
power to control mens’ minds. Not 
content with visiting justice on cor- 
rupt cops and ass- kissing Toms, 
Abar unleashes a hurtin’ of Biblical 
proportions on Beverly Hills wiping 
out everyone save for Doc 
Kinkade’s neighbor who turns out, 
despite her racist attitudes, to be a 
mulatto. Seeing that discretion is 
the better part of valor, she apolo- 
gizes to Abar and the Doc. The 
filmmakers should apologize to 
mankind for this risible exercise in 
reverse racism. Ozzy doesn't want 
an apology. Anything this auda- 
ciously wrongheaded, this puerile, 
has him popping the malt liquor 
and diving into the pork rinds like 
there's no tomorrow. 

(Video Wasteland) 


The Home of our Hoppy Hardcore Library! 
Over 340 Triple XXX-Rated Relics from the 
1930s-70s! 136 pages of raunchy ramblings! 


Please state with signature that you're 21 cr older! 
Send $5 and receive the BLUE BOOK at half off the $10 cover price! 


SOMETHING WEIRD VIDEOS 8711 VIDEOS $20 EACH! 


PO BOX 33664, SEATTLE, WA 98133 
Visa & Mastercard Accepted! 


(206)361-3759 FAX (206]364-7526 
www.somethingweird.com 


SHOCKING IMAGES offers a large range of products to the serious cinema collector 


€ Hundreds of import € domestic soundtracks (Fulci, Argento, Franco, Morricone, Goblin, 

Fabio Frizzi, Francesco DeMasi, Bruno Nicolai, Westerns, more)! 

€ Hundreds of rare & uncut videos, many with full color packaging! 
€ Hong Kong action/horror/martial arts videos! John Woo! Jackie Chan! Chow Yun-fat! 

Jet Lee! We carry the entire Tai Seng Video catalog at the lowest prices! 
€ Something Weird Video! We also carry the entire line of SWV titles at great prices! 
€ T-shirts! Over 100 horror € exploitation designs available! 
€ Import # domestic laserdiscs, dvds, and vcds! 
€ All major credit cards accepted! 

We are working on a newly updated printed catalog. Send a SASE or IRC for info. 


SHOCKING IMAGES, P.O. BOX 601972, Dept. Brutarian 
Sacramento, CA. 95860 USA. Tel./Fax: (916) 974-0175 
email: info@shockingimages.com 


AT MIDNIGHT ILL TAKE YOUR 
SOUL 


A hithertofore undiscovered Coffin 
Joe film! Like you care, right? But 
if you thought Todd Slaughter was 
a hoot, you'll likely flip for this 
Brazilian schlockmeister, a naif 
who adroitly mixes sanguinary vio- 
lence, surreal narratives and histri- 
onic acting to produce a kind of 
comic book grand guignol. In this 
outing, Joe plays the local under- 
taker, a deranged, beardo who 


Shocking Images is the official US website of Lucio Fulci as well as the official sites 
for Jean Rollin and Rudy Ray Moore (aka Dolemite). 
Come by and see our complete catalog and other exciting features!! 


www. shockingimages.com 
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dresses in heavy black clothing, including 
cape and top hat, no matter the weather. 
How do we know Joe is deranged? Well 
before the first reel unspools, Joe sexually 
assaults his best friend's fiance, cuts off a 
man's fingers with a broken bottle, whips 
another man half to death and eats meat on 


Good Friday! Joe's just getting started how- 
ever. When he learns, or rather comes to 
grips with the fact, that his wife cannot bear 
him a son, Joe curses God and man, sets 
his sights on the lovely Terezina, the woman 
he has just assaulted, and swears to remove 
anyone who gets in his way. All manner of 
nasty business follows, little of which bears 
even the remotest relation to a reality any- 
where on terra firma, still, things never drag; 
things never do when you're watching life on 
other planets. Jose Mojica Marins (the man 
behind Coffin Joe) lives in a world where 
everyday is Halloween and Death walks right 
behind you. It's cinema as one long, paper- 
mache, gory, absurdly tricked-out spook- 
house-ride for those still nostalgic for the 
days when mommy left the television room 
to her little precious. 
(Something Weird) 
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ТНЕ CUBE 


You wake up alone іп a large square vault of 
what looks to be colored pressed glass and 
burnished metal with steel escape hatches in 
the walls, floor and ceiling. You can't 
remember how or why you were placed 
here; but you touch yourself and discover 
you're dressed in drab prison garb and that 
workboots have been placed on your feet. 
You're not sure if there's a way out (or even 
whether there was once a way in) yet you do 
know that many of the other rooms are 
booby-trapped. You don't doubt this. Above 
all, you don't doubt this. Because you've 
heard the screams. Okay, you've guessed it 
already, we're talking metaphysics here; this 
geometric maze is a metaphor for the man's 
search for meaning in a reality characterized 
primarily by its arbitrariness. An arbitrariness 
that, due to a nebulous structure, lends hope 
that somehow, someway, the purpose, the 
meaning behind it all can be uncovered. Call 
the path to truth God or science or law or 
math or what you will, here we call it The 
Cube. Sounds intriguing right? So why did 
The Cube head virtually straight to video? If 
Oz had to guess, he'd say it was because 
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the characters who finally band together to 
devise an escape plan are rather one- 
dimensional, e.g. fascist black cop, anar- 
chist female doctor, courageous idiot- 
savant, cynical architect, Gen-X mathemati- 
cal genius. You paying attention to what 
Ozzy's putting down here? A fascist black 
cop? An anarchist female doctor? What's 
one dimensional about that? That's rather 
complex. Exactamundo. Yeah, you expect 
a cop to be something of a bully. But not a 
black cop in a surreal, life- threatening situa- 
tion. Sure, a fifty-something female MD is 
going to be something of a liberal. Do you 
think when things go from bad to worse 
though, she's going to start screaming about 
conspiracies manufactured by the military- 
industrial complex? Oz thinks not. So what 
you've got here is a surreal, paranoid, sci-fi 
film with stock characters subtly 

revealing themselves to be anything but 
stock characters moving in and out of what is 
essentially an Art-Deco (or is that Art 
Nouveau?) Rubik's Cube. If that doesn't 
sound cool to you, you're reading the wrong 
magazine. 


FETISHES 


Golly gee, how do you make a boring docu- 
mentary about sado-masochism? Pretty 
hard to do, but if you take out the S-E-X and 
replace it with intellectual blather and focus 
on the misshapen, desperate males fre- 
quenting one particular posh New York fetish 
parlor, you're going to have a good shot at it. 


And you're going to lose your putative audi- 
ence in the process. We don't want explana- 
tions, we want spectacle. Explanations are 
for your grandmother or your grieving par- 
ents, who wouldn't even begin to think of 
renting something like this. This is fin-de- 
siecle and even the most timid of we baby- 
boomers have experimented a bit. Who 
hasn't spanked his wife or girlfriend? 
Bondage and piercing magazines are being 
sold at Borders for chrissakes. The enlight- 
ened understand that sexual liberalism is the 
key for keeping the magic alive in a relation- 
ship. That's just about everyone under sixty 
who isn't a Mormon or a 7th Day Adventist. 
Oz would have added Republican to the mix 
but James Carville marrying Mary Maitlan 
pretty much gives the lie to the notion that 
the rich and powerful are sexual conserva- 
tives. That and the fact that the Speaker of 
the House recently had to resign for, among 
other things, indulging in phone sex. And 
let's not forget that the Nation, collectively, 
appeared to shrug it's shoulders over revela- 
tions that the President enjoyed having 
Monica dance in the Oval Office with a cigar 
firmly implanted in her nether region. So? 
So rent this only if your current amorante is 
troubled by your need for a cleansing golden 
shower or a decent rogering with a strap-on. 


CLAY PIGEONS 


Looks like Vince Vaughn was warming up for 
his role in the remake of Psycho by working 
in this silly venture. Vince plays a serial killer 
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I'es5ed like some piker's version of an 
"рап cowboy and he's the whole show. 
Ilara he’s haunting Joaquin Phoenix, the 
ilay of the title, an auto-mechanic in a small 
östern town who just can't seem to dump 
пе dead bodies that pile up around him fast 
enough. First it’s his best friend who kills 
himself but does it so as to implicate Clay 
Лозе been fooling around with his wife. 
Ihan the wife blows several holes in Clay's 
new girlfriend and his waterbed in a fit of 
Enter Vince, who has befriended 
(Лау a few days earlier in a pool hall and 
ihings go from bad to worse. This is all sup- 
пово to be a lot of fun but the script is formu- 
гіс and nobody, save Vaughn can act a lick. 
I fact, Vince is so good, and the filmmakers 
int you to have fun watching Clay trying to 
це! out from under. The problem is that for 
ill the violence, nudity and hateful attitude it 
int much fun. Kind of hard to put a finger on 
пу but part of it has to do with the story 
ich isn't too terribly interesting. The other 
ihing that isn't too terribly interesting is the 
ting save for Vaughn who makes the most 
| à rather hackneyed part. It's sort of like 
^nce is the only guy who understands the 
imple concept that when the script stinks 
име got to make yourself noticed. 
^nyway you can. 
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! ho film documenting the life and death of 

uper-masochist," Bob Flanigan was 
expected to make quite a splash when first 
‘leased over a year ago, but after a limited 
elease in a few major urban areas, it died a 
іше! death, virtually ignored by the moviego- 
ng public. One could speculate endlessly 

n why this happened but a very real possi- 
bility might have something to do with the 
lact that Mr. Flanigan is simply not too terri- 
bly interesting. Yes, ће is, or rather was, the 
human who lived longest while suffering from 

/^tic fibrosis. And yes, he chose to 
'netaphorically combat the almost constant 
vain he suffered by becoming (with the help 

! his dominatrix and partner in crime, 

погое) a masochist and then turning many 

! his experiments in this sexual arena into 
ut But the art, whether it be perfo mance, 
“ісо, poetic or what have you, is clumsy, 
narcissistic and undemanding; the product of 
in obsession that is stilted and unaffecting. 
Iha life, as shown here, lays claim to hero- 


ism and genius. If there is something 
Olympian in a nauseatingly detailed docu- 
mentation of a virulent disease then here is 
bravery beyond all measure. If brilliance 
resides in nailing one's penis to a board and 
making light of the infection that follows then 
by all means let us open the gates of 
Parnassus. For we proud few, we 
philistines, let us sit back and enjoy the sad 
and tawdry spectacle of two fantastically 
untalented creatures attempting to manufac- 
ture beauty from out the mean and bestial. 


HITCH HIKE 
aka BLOOD RED DEATH STOP 


Ozzy isn't sure why the 
luscious Corinne Clery 
wants to hang out with an 
obviously burnt out 
Franco Nero, but hang 
out she does until she 
and her alcoholic hack- 
journalist hubby pick up . 
. David Hess. That's 
right, David Hess, the 
big- nosed, curly-haired 
meanie from Last House 
On The Left. Here, he 
again plays a sadistic 
psycho killer, but unlike 
the loser he played in the 
Craven film, he's got two 
million in stolen dollars 
with him. All Hess is 
gotta do is get to the bor- 
der; he's charmed by 
Clery though, and so 
decides the border can 
wait. And because Hess 
is insane, he determines 
that the best way to 
seduce the woman is by 
humiliating her husband. 
Alright, you're thinking, 
at this point, that the 
movie is going to turn into 
some kind of psychologi- 
cal battle of wits between 
the hitchhiker and the 
desperate couple, right? 
Well, Mr. Fide thought so 
too until he remembered 
that it was a bunch of 
Italian sleaze merchants 
slapping this thing togeth- 
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ег and not Edward Albee. Thus, we do not 
get Who's Afraid of Virginia Woolf? at the 
end of a gun but a nonsensical potboiler 
stuffed to the gills with absurd plot twists, 
gratuitous violence and nudity (thank you 
Ms. Clery) and inane insults passing for dia- 
logue. Which is fine with Ozzy as he's 
always thought Albee to be something of a 
smug, self-satisfied, wordy, blow-hard. 
(Shocking Images) 


SEEDS OF SIN 


Oh gorsh, a lost Andy Milligan film! As if any 
of them deserved to be found. For those of 
you bad film buffs who are new to the genre, 
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Mr. Milligan was an impoverished filmmaker 
from Staten Island who began his career in 

the 60s with soft core roughies and gravitat- 
ed to skid row horror. His films are short on 
story although elaborately plotted, chock full 
of gratuitous violence and stuffed to the gills 


with hatefully and meaningless conversation. 


Which means you'll probably enjoy them, 
especially if you're sitting around drinking 
with your buddies and chowing down on car- 
bohydrate-laden food. Seeds of Sin finds a 
dysfunctional family getting together to cele- 
brate Christmas in a decrepit house against 
the wishes of the alcoholic matriarch who 
owns the shack. Shortly after everyone 
assembles for dinner, vicious verbal sparing 
breaks out. Shortly after that vicious forni- 
cating breaks out. Shortly shortly after the 
fornicating people begin to die. Who's doing 
all the killing? IS it the back alley abortionist 
family doctor desperate to keep his secret? 
Is it the maid and butler who hope to inherit 
the family fortune through a forged will? Is it 
the director, too embarrassed to admit to his 
cast he doesn't even have enough money to 
pay scale? You won't care in any event, 
you'll be too busy laughing and marveling 
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RE IMPORT 
SOUNDTRACKS 
SHIRTS! -+ 


over the fact that so many misshapen indi- 
viduals had so little compunction about doff- 
ing their clothes. 

(Something Weird) 


OFFICE KILLER 


Oz, is totally unfamiliar with the work of 
Cindy Sherman. All he knows is that she’s 
some hot shot New York photog and painter. 
Or is that just photog? Whatever. One thing 
Ozzy is sure of though, Ms. Sherman you 
ain't no director. Hell, my dog could make a 
decent slasher film. You don't even need a 
script - not that you were given one here - 
just have some maniac jumping out from the 
darkness dispatching people in inventively 
grisly ways. When the maniac isn't on the 
screen get a couple of good looking guys 
and gals to bitch at each other and take their 
clothes off when they get tired of arguing. 
Once they're in dishabille, trot out the mani- 
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ac. Okay, that's a bit simplistic, but really, 
throw in the inept police force to rehash the 
murders and provide a little comic relief and 
isn't that about it? Not for Ms. Sherman, she 
has to set her directoral debut in a Big Apple 
magazine office so she can show us she 
understands the dynamics of big time pub- 
lishing. And that women, given a chance to 
run the show, can be just as greedy and sex- 
ist and inept as men. Alright, Oz likes that 
last bit, but what's the deal with letting us in 
from the get go that mousy proofreader Carol 
Kane is the killer. And then spending most 
of the rest of the movie watching Kane care 
for her sick mother and the corpses piling up 
in the basement. Oz isn't sure but he thinks 
this is what might be called incompetence. 
Certainly asking charismatic actresses like 
Jeanne Tripplehorn and Molly Ringwold to 
do little more than shriek and pout isn't a par- 
ticularly intelligent strategy. Your mom can 
shriek and pout. You can shriek and pout. 
No you wouldn't look as good in a snappy 
Givenchy number as Ms. Ringwold; but as 
the girls aren't ask to doff the Givenchy or 
whatever the hell it is they're wearing; Ms. 
Sherman might as well have saved a bundle 
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ind hired your mom and you to play their 
parts. 


LOVE ME DEADLY 


Oz has sung the praises of this 1972 sicky 
lease before but the good folks at Trash 
l'alace have run down an uncut pristine laser 
‘linc copy leaving Mr. Fide little choice but to 
гауе about it once again. Where to start? 
! ow about with a sequence that would make 
l'a55olini blanche? How about with a story 
that's so Freudian, Freud would disown it? 
I! ow about a film so sick that almost every 
horror flick guide refuses to mention it for 
lear of having their publication banned for 
baing obscene? You think Ozzy's joking 
don't you? Well, he's not; this film, the story 
ol à beautiful blond necrophilic's attempt to 
ublimate her desires by marrying a square 
inwed, rather square art dealer (Lyle 
Waggoner), gives new meaning to the word 
ick.” Why? ‘Cause Frog director, Jacques 
| aGerte, clearly, impossibly, filmed the entire 
insane exercise with his dick in his hand. 
гоаћ, the sensibility of a man who gets 
excited by the mere mention of autopsy. 
Пом in a poetic sensibility - he is French 
ember - and you've got something that 
haunts AND repels. That's right, sickens 
ind arouses, rewind the scene with our nude 
heroine engaging the corpse; she moves like 
отеопе іп the throes of ecstasy yet some- 
по, also deeply ashamed. This isn't Meryl 
troep here; this is someone who has been 
onched. This is the product of several 
takes. This is too weird to talk about. See 
this damned flick and be haunted forever. 
(I rash Palace) 


I HOU SHALT NOT KILL ... EXCEPT 


Ho, do not confuse the rerelease of this 
neptly made 80s revenge flick with the pon- 
lerous made-for-television, Lee-Grant pot- 
oiler. Then again, go ahead because it 
ucks just as bad. Why a collector's edition 
| а forgettable film? Because it has Sam 
Нати playing a gingivitis-ridden Charles 
Manson type stalking a trailer camp in the 


wilds of Michigan? Must be. Certainly can't 


be the nudity. Because there really isn't any. 


Neither can it be the violence. Oh, there's a 
lot of Karo syrup thrown around but the spe- 
cial effects are ludicrous. Story's been done 
to death too. So it definitely must be Raimi's 
presence. Yes, definitely Raimi. Raimi defi- 
nitely. Definitely definitely Raimi. But you 
know something? Raimi's actually pretty 
good. He's the only person in this whole 
misbegotten project who has a handle on 
how it's all supposed to play. Pity he didn't 
direct this piece of shite. 


CONFESSIONS OF A PSYCHO CAT 


Alright, Ozzy's going to give up the goods 
here: he's only reviewing this because he 
has a great ad mat he wants to use to flesh 
out his column. The guy that made Basket 
Case though really likes this flick. It's a 
remake of The Most Dangerous Game with 
a deranged socialite substituted for Count 
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Zaroff. The setting has been moved to 
Manhattan and nude love scenes have been 
inserted to cleverly disguise the screen- 
writer's bald-faced plagiarism. What's even 
more upsetting though is that the beast-with- 
two-back sequences are incredibly boring. 
Still, watching a dreadfully amateurish forty- 
something actress hunt down a bunch of 
ne'er-do-wells (including Jake La Motta) with 
a crossbow did amuse the jaded Mr. Fide. 
To be honest with you, if you fast forward 
through the lovey-dovey stuff this is a pretty 
watchable flick. Moreover, if you haven't 
been laid in a while, this is a very watchable 
film; although if that's your present state of 
affairs, shouldn't you be on a phone line or 
learning how to tango? Oz doesn't want to 
embarrass you or anything but the guy who 
tracks down these films lives in a one bed- 
room apartment in the East Village AND has 
never been married. Get my drift? Alright, 
then! Shut off the set, get yourself outside 
and start acting like a normal person. 


100 PROOF 


Ozzy would have done wrote 
about this last ish as this flick is 
about two years old now but he 
held off. One reason was 
because no one has seen it out- 
side of Kentucky (where it was 
made) and New York (where it 
played for about a week). The 
other reason was a result of Oz 
not quite understanding how 
something so ostensibly sleazy 
could be as beautiful as a Mozart 
violin concerto. Or anything writ- 
ten by Mozart for that matter. 
C'mon this shouldn't move any- 
one: a story about two lesbian, 
red-neck, heroin-addicted prosti- 
tutes? Who end up going nuts 
after a day of drinking, shooting 
up and doing blow (ok, this part is 
understandable) and kill off all 
their friends? Including an old 
deranged brother and sister who 
help supply their habits when not 
in a state of dementia. This is 
Sick stuff. But it works, some- 
how, as balm for the soul. Damn 
if Mr. Fide knows how it works. 
The performances are sharply 
realized, the direction is plain and 
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unadorned, the writing is as far from preten- 
tious as you can get, the blues, bluegrass 
and country soundtrack is beautifully inte- 
grated and there's an almost hard-won 
sense of place running through everything. 
Yeah, the folks that made this film know 
these people, live in towns like this, and god 
damn it, have an idea how poetic poverty 
and hopelessness and madness can be. 


SIX STRING SAMURAI 


Everyone in New York and L.A. got all fired 
up about this post-nuke actioneer but damn, 
if Ozzy can see why. It’s not bad, but it’s a 
little pretentious for all its exploitation trap- 
pings and there are far too many longeurs to 
justify the cult label with which it has been 
branded. Set in the near future, Six String 
Samurai posits a world which has been dev- 
astated by a nuclear war putatively run by 
the Russians. The one place in America not 
in control of the Soviets is Las Vegas and it’s 
Surrounding desert. Elvis had ruled as king 
in Vegas but he has recently died so our 
hero, a Buddy Holly look-alike, straps on his 
antique guitar, sheathes his sword, and sets 
out across the wasteland to claim the throne 
that he believes should be rightfully his. 
Apparently he can play the guitar like a 
dream and sing as good as Presley. Oz 
never found out because he became some- 
what bored with a flick that quickly turned 
into a pastiche of the Baby Cart series. An 
absurdist, self- referential pastiche for easy 
laughs. Laughs that never came. Still, the 
fight sequences - the writer/director/star is a 
martial artist we’re told - are quirky and 
inventive, the costuming intriguing, and the 
refashioning of Death as an inept but often 
lethal heavy-metal gunslinger, a terrific 
running joke. 


AFTERMATH 


My God, just what the hell is the University of 
Southern California teaching there kids? 
First they turned out O.J. Simpson and now 
this native Spanish filmmaker. Hey, if you 
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thought Nekromantic was a nightmare of | 
depravity, wait ‘till you feast your eyes of 
this twenty-minute short. Which might 
have been subtitled “A Day In The Life Of 
A Necrophiliac Autopsy Surgeon.” Well, 
butcher might be more like it as you get 
to watch this crazed pathologist hack 
open a few bodies, then desecrate a 
once beautiful gal’s corpse. While 
Mozart’s Requiem plays in the back- 
ground. That’s it folks. But as vile as this 
is, perhaps the documentary which fol- 
lows IS even 
more vile. 
Why? 
Because it 
shows the film 
and film crew 
talking about 
the blood 
sweat and 
tears that 
went into 
making what 
they think is 
primarily an 
“intellectual” 
exercise. 
Right and | 


suppose I T ЧЕ ка 


Jeffrey 
Dahmer was 
just following 
the post-mod- 
ern experi- 
ments first 
assayed by James Joyce in Finnegan's 
Wake. Oh, the humanity! 

(No cans or 


depending on your view of the aforesaid 
Dahmer). 


THE HORROR OF PARTY BEACH 


Alright, let Oz get this straight: An army of 
seven feet tall gill men 

are slaughtering half a dozen people a night 
in a sleepy burg less than an hour from New 
York and no one's leaving? Teenagers are 
still having slumber parties and the cocktail 
lounges remain open? What, is everyone 
retarded? Call out the National Guard! 
Send in the Army! Drop the big one and see 
what happens! Do something for God's 
sake. Just don't force us to watch thirty-year 
old Caucasians pretending to be adoles- 


cents. Or to listen to the 
vapid sounds of three geeks 
calling themselves the Del- 
Aires. Or to keep a straight 
face while two guys in mon- 
ster suits so cheesy they 
would likely give Roger 
Corman pause perambulate 
about the Stamford, 
Connecticut woods. 
Speaking of Connecticut, 
they don't have beaches up 
there do they? Sure, 
Connecticut is on the Atlantic, but so is 
Maine and nobody parties on their sands. 
Billed, when released in the spring of 1964 
as "The First Horror Monster Musical" (and 
you thought it was Ray Dennis Steckler's 
The Incredibly Strange Creatures Who 
Stopped Living And Became Mixed Up 
Zombies), the flick has gone on to achieve 
major cult status and this exclusive video 
release contains added footage - most of it 
quite sanguinary - cut from the domestic ver- 
sion. What should have been cut, though, 
was the racist turn by one Eulabelle Moore 
as a voodoo worshipping Afro-American 
maid. Granted the USA had a long way to 
go in terms of civil rights as of 1964 but only 
a Klan member could have been pleased 
with the foot-shuffling, oafish, mush-mouthed 
(“It’s da voodoo, yassuh!”) performance of 
Ms. Moore. 
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danny Hellman 


KISS TOMORROW GOODBYE 
Horace McCoy (1948/1996) 
Serpent’s Tail 


Here is Ralph Cotter: a man dead to himself. 
He doesn't know it but he tells us so in the 
first line of the book. On the day he breaks 
from the work farm: "This is how it is when 
you wake up in the morning you have waited 
a lifetime for: there is no waking state." 
Alone. Each of us to our prisons. Ralph 
believes he's leaving his. Thanks to a 
guard on the take and bird named Holiday. 
She drives the car. Understands how to 
make with the machine gun. Holiday's a 
nympho but she falls for Ralph. She knows 
he's a punk; still, he's a punk with a Phi Beta 
Kappa key, a college degree and a taste for 
the finer things in life as symbolized by 
Brooks Brothers suits and expensive 
champagne. That impresses Holiday. They 
shack up together. Ralph figures that with 
the help of her and a few of her friends they 
can turn the berg he's hiding out in upside 
down. A heist goes bad. The police get 
involved. Ralph smooths things over. Hires 
a lawyer and in the process falls in love with 
a millionaire's daughter. She wants to take 
him away from all this. The past cannot be 
outrun. We all have a touch of twilight in our 
souls; Ralph's is as dark as the grave. 
"Oedipus is dead, and the sepulchre is 
sealed. The road back to the womb is 
closed forever," he cries when things start to 
close in. Kiss Tomorrow Gooabye, an 
astonishingly vile Freudian noir as dark as 
darkest night. 

Dom Salemi 


KOOKS, A GUIDE TO THE OUTER LIMITS 
OF HUMAN BELIEF 

Donna Kossey 

(1994) Feral House 


Ah! the folks at Feral House really know how 
to find 'em. This one's a prize catch. Big ol' 
paperback job with a killer piece of 
deranged artwork on the cover. Inside is 
just oodles and oodles . . . hmm, that’s odd, 
spell-checker don't recognize "oodle." No 
singular construction. What's up with that? 
Never mind . . . Now, where was 12 Oh 
yeah, oodles and oodles of really neat stuff. 
Weird stuff, amazing stuff, scary stuff, and 
just plain incomprehensible stuff. Two 
hundred fifty pages of rants and raves, richly 
illustrated with black and white photos, art 
and photocopies of whatever screed the 
fruitcake in question has seen fit to lovingly 
produce for and disseminate to us, the 
woefully uninformed masses. 

Donna gives everybody a bit of space, 
but not too much. Descriptions are terse, 
humorous, and chock fulla quotes from the 
sources. None of the pieces are long 
enough to induce boredom. Pick Kooks up, 
read a selection or two, and then set it right 


back down. Just right for our dysfunctional, 
mlicit-attention-disordered brains. 

[he book's broken out into broad-brush 

ections (each of which contains a shitload 
ot individual entries): Religion, Science, 
Motaphysics, Politics, Conspiracy, and my 
own personal favorite, Enigmas. 1 think I 
liked Enigmas ‘cause right there in the 
middle of it was a page devoted to a whacko 
who arrived at our local beach a few years 
Ago, living in a school bus and handing out 
twenty-two dollar bills. Not twenty two-dollar 
Hills but individual bills with a twenty-two 
dollar denomination. The local 7-Eleven 
wouldn't take ‘em though, so I’m not sure 
whether they possessed any real value. 

If Love-22 (the guy's real name, it was 
even on his Massachusetts driver's license) 
i'^n't your cup of tea, there's plenty more in 
hare to tickle your fancy. Psychotically rabid 
inti-Semitism,psychosmology, mucusless 
1015, voluntary human extinction, MIT's 
Archive of Useless Research, oh hell . . . all 
kinda neato shit is here. 

You oughta get this invaluable work, if 
lor no other reason then just to run the 
onofabitch through your scanner so you'll 
end up with the best damn clip art collection 
in you neighborhood. 

Amaze your friends and frighten your 
enemies with Kooks. It's priceless. 

James MacLaren 


DH. HAGGARD'S DISEASE 
Patrick McGrath 
(1993) Poseidon Press 


something there is that loves love's thrall. 
Down in the foul rag and boneshop of the 
haart what mysteries? What hot house 
lowers waiting to bloom? Dr. Haggard's 
Disease: a love song. A love song that 
gives birth to monstrosity, to a disease of 
the spirit. A disease of the spirit which, in 
нит, results in crippling injury and addiction 
to morphine. On the eve of World War |, a 
morose surgeon in training falls in love with 
tho beautiful, sardonic wife of the senior 
pathologist at the research hospital where 
Ihe surgeon has taken up residency. The 
Allair is doomed from the start. She is older, 
обеда in her ways; she has a son in the 
HAF. It's impossible. No matter, the 
'urgeon is a romantic, half if love with 
enseful death, waiting as Wordsworth says, 
o be “cradled into poetry by wrong." So our 
lory, no story really, becomes a meditation 
^n life and love and death from a skewed 
perspective with one foot in the past and 
ano foot in an ever-shifting present. Тһе 
lovar dies. The cuckholded husband 


cripples our surgeon- narrator. And the son, 
the RAF pilot, inserts himself into the 
narrative. Then begins to change. Subtly 
and irrevocably. Patrick McGrath is up to 
something here; the fact that he's not sure 
what it is makes it all the more unsettling. 
Dom Salemi 


BAD GIRLS AND SICK BOYS - 
FANTASIES IN CONTEMPORARY ART 
AND CULTURE 

Linda Kauffman 

(1998) University of California Press 


If you've ever wondered that what you were 
reading, watching, or doing might be 
considered pornographic and reflect badly 
on you, | recommend Linda Kauffman's Bad 
Boys And Sick Girls. You'll feel better right 
away. If | understand her arguments 


correctly, there isn't much out there you 
should call pornography anymore. It's all 
simply fantasy, and politicians and arts 
endowments might as well get over it. 
Kauffman's aim is to defend artists in 


various mediums who've been harassed or 
censored or simply not paid off in the last 
two decades. Along the way, she considers 
the impact of what she calls "The War on 
Art." 

One of the most fascinating aspects of 


the book is the way Kauffman relates 
changes in science and medicine, and their 
effect on how we view the macrocosm of the 
world around us, and how we view the 
microcosm of our own bodies. Processes 
once considered the realm of the medical 
establishment: body-altering surgeries, 
plastic surgery, disease, as well as 
scarification, tattooing, body piercing and 
mutilation - all have become material for 
artists. Kauffman makes a connection 
between political attacks and censorship of 
popular culture and underground artists, 
obscenity cases, the mega-effect of the 
takeover of media outlets by corporate 
conglomerates, and the lack of 
accompanying dissent. Does this sound 
boring? Read on and find out how she 
illustrates her contentions, with say, the 
concept of "abjection" in art. 

Bob Flanagan, a forty-three year 
old performance artist who made the 
hereditary affliction which was slowly 
killing him (cystic fibrosis) into the focus 
of his art, transformed any installation 
site into which he was booked into a 
pediatric hospital ward and acted out 
the horrors medicine inflicted on him as 
a child. Flanagan's early life, in which 
he was "prodded, poked, and turned 
into a medical specimen," transformed 
him into an adult masochist. (His 
dominant mistress collaborated in his 
performance art, playing nurse and 
stripping down to hump the stuffed 
animals). Also into symbolic self- 
transformation is artist Carolee 
Schneeman, who makes her body a 
"carrier of signs" by taking the stage, 
naked, to extract a lengthy scroll from 
her vagina, from which she then reads 
a treatise on "vulvic space." 

Another voluntary "medical 
specimen" is Orlan, a French art history 
professor and performance artist who 
"heralds the world of the posthuman" 
by submitting herself to a continuous 
round of plastic surgery designed not to 
make her more traditionally "attractive" 
but to give her facial features derived 
from various classical paintings. During 
surgery she reads from various academic 
texts, and has modestly claimed, “| try to 
suffer as Christ did.” 

In “Visceral Cinema,” Kauffman homes 
in on the film work of Gus Van Sant, Brian 
De Palma, and David Cronenberg. Photos 
illustrate the “surreal abjection” of such films 
as Cronenberg’s Videodrome, in which 
James Woods is a victim of mind control via 
his local friendly cable TV channel. In one 
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movie still (fortunately black and white), 
Woods discovers the broadcast signal has 
been implanted inside him, and reaches into 
a slit in his own belly, grimacing as he 
gropes his own guts. In "Arresting Fiction," 
Kauffman looks at the writings of JG Ballard, 
John Hawkes, Robert Coover, Kathy Acker, 
William Vollman, and Bret Easton Ellis. 

In the end, Kauffman seems to be 
saying that the politicians and 
fundamentalists and right-wing thinksters 
who would prefer people like Bob Flanagan 
shut up, go off somewhere and quietly die, 
who seek to legislate the complexities of 
human imagination are doomed to failure, 
for they haven't the depth or the resources 
to even comprehend the drive behind an 
artist who - no matter what the chosen 
medium - can look at contemporary life with 
an unblinking, wondering eye, and transform 
it into something irreverent, shocking, 
humorous, and political all at the same time. 
In other words, fantasy. Look it up. 

Lenore Hart 


SUTURE: THE ARTS JOURNAL VOL. 
ONE 

ed Jack Sargeant 

(1998) Creation Books 


A good companion to Kauffman’s book 
might be the literary journal Suture. The 
dark but somehow glossy-looking cover of 
Volume One features the face of a cherubic 
comic book girl-child . . . with a beaut of a 
shiner. No, it's not a treatise on child abuse, 
but a print platform for author/film maker 
Jack Sargeant to promote the latest exploits 
of his artistic friends. And hey, what's wrong 
with that? 

Both works subtly pose another 
question: In the late 1990s, (a liberal 
paradise after the punitive 1980s campaigns 
of political Reaganites and Moral Majorities), 
is shock still shocking? Suture's volume 
one, which features interviews with Lydia 
Lunch, Billy Chainsaw, and Dame Darcy of 
Meat Cake comics fame, answers: Sort of. 

Don't be put off by the introduction. 
Sargeant's passive, run-on sentences 
jammed with vague academic terminology 
about "dominant narratives" and "Other"- 
ness may turn off the faint-hearted, but keep 
turning the pages. If you recall the 
seventies at all, you may remember a band 
called Teenage Jesus and the Jerks. Lydia 
Lunch was the driving force behind their 
rather punitive sound, and perhaps it's just 
as well they are history. But Lunch 
continued on, turning first to underground 
film and now to photography. The preface 
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to her interview is obvious hagiography, and 
a lengthy one, too. But the interview is 
much more compelling as it traces the 
evolution of a twisted and talented mind into 
a kinder, gentler Lydia. And her bleak black 
and white photos are starkly fascinating. 
The vote for Some-Fun Reading must go 
to the interview with Dame Darcy, though. It 
opens with a quote from Darcy: “I live in 
dog years. Every 7 years to me is like 100 
years in anybody else's life . . . My 
autobiography is going to be rally big and | 
am only 25." You have to love that kind of 
confidence in a dollmaker who also draws a 
comic book called Meat Cake which 
features Wax Wolf, Friend the Girl, Strega 
Pez, the Siamese twins Hindrance and 
Perfidia, Effluvia the Mermaid, and Scampi 
the Selfish Shellfish. These characters 
inhabit a Victorianish, Edward-Gorey style 
setting. What can she do to top this? 
Perhaps her forthcoming book, Frightful 
Fairytales, will show us. Darcy also makes 
animated films, and then there's the dolls, 
Darcy-like waifs with painted faces and 
honest-to-god real hair. Oh, and she's 
single but looking. 
Suture also 
covers The 
Operation, an 
erotic film by Jacob 
Pander and Marnie 
Lucas, in which a 
female doctor has 
sex with a male 
patient in an 
operating room. 
It's all filmed by 
infrared camera, 
using technology to 
turn preconceived 
notions of porn 
films - awkward 
jiggling shots of red 
and pink and white 
flesh - into an 
otherworldly scene 
of glowing, 
translucent fantasy. 
Other essays 
and interviews 
focus on John 
Hillcoat, director of 
Ghosts of 
the Civil Dead, an 
intense, brutal film 
set in a maximum 
security prison; a 
talk with French 


illustrator/photographer/film maker Romain 
Slocombe about his Japanese medical 
fetish illustrations and photos for bondage 
fans; an interview with film maker Mark 
Hejnar called "Atrocity Exhibition," about his 
45-minute video, Affliction, which documents 
underground performances by Annie 
Sprinkle, Turbo Tom, Full-Force Frank, and 
the "genitally-pierced band," God Loves 
Overdose, and yes, even more. There's a 
section on iconographic artist Joe Coleman, 
who creates sophisticated, hillbilly-naif style 
"humanscapes' in familiar locales, then 
populates them with strange figures, the 
diseased and malformed, or demonic forms 
surrounding a subject as in "The Descent 
into the Maelstrom of Edgar Allan Poe." 
Then there's a short tribute to James 
Havoc and the final piece, "Suehiro Maruo: 
An Introduction." Maruo illustrates in the 
style of “manga,” an extremely violent but 
supposed Japanese cultural "safety valve" 
for the depiction of absolutely taboo 
fantasies. "Maruo is involved in an ongoing 
mission to transgress and dissect every 
imaginable sexual taboo." This necessitates 
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lols of young boys wearing uniforms while 
Ihoy torture and mutilate prepubescent girls. 
Alter a look at one illustration of a porky 
mustached guy licking a girl's eyeball as ће 
molests her (from what is perhaps Maruo's 
bast known work, Mr. Arashi's Amazing 
! reak Show), | suspect that even a 
handwritten note from Linda Kauffman 
couldn't get Maruo a shot at an NEA grant. 
Lenore Hart 


IHE CONSPIRACY READER 
eds AI Hidell and Joan D'Arc 
(1999) Citadel Press 


I'ipped from the pages of Paranoia, the 
world's ieading conspiracy magazine, 
comes a compendium so dazzling, so outre, 
o delightfully necessary for making oneself 
по life of the cocktail party it seems a steal 
it only eighteen dollars and ninety-five 
vents. Give the lowdown to friends апа 
lamily as to the reason for the continued 
UMCCeSS of commercial television (sodium 
lluoride in our water); expose the so-called 
expose of crop circles (the ones made by 
humans snap and break the roots of the 
plants, i.e.,. kill them, while in a genuine 
(гор circle the roots are simply bent over 
ind continue to grow in a horizontal 
position); be the first on your block with 


scientific evidence of a man-made base on 
the dark side of the moon (no wonder that 
record by Pink Floyd is the all time best 
seller). To be fair to Hidell and D'Arc, much 
of this was published merely to amuse; 
when talking about more serious subjects - 
assassinations, suppressed research, 
government crimes and cover-ups - the 
writers and editors marshall up an 
impressive array of facts and evidence. So 
much so in many cases that the reader 
might end up congratulating himself for 
having made it through life relatively 
unscathed thus far. Dom Salemi 


THE ALPHABET VERSUS THE 
GODDESS: THE CONFLICT BETWEEN 
WORD AND IMAGE 

Leonard Shlain 

(1998) Viking 


A surgeon, and also an amateur student of 
anthropology and folklore, Shlain is best- 
known in book circles for his other work, a 
book called Art and Physics, which 
examines how the technology in use can 
affect the art produced. Here he tackles the 
question of how male-based monotheism 
succeeded in wiping out the Goddess- 
oriented religions of the Mediterranean. 

Shlain opens by describing how he was 
struck by the legend that Jesus’ 
mother Mary went to Epheseus to 
die in her old age. Epheseus, he 
points out, is the site of a ruined 
Temple to Artemis, said to be the 
largest shrine to a female deity in the 
Western world. “I asked myself,” 
Shlain writes, “why Mary would have 
chosen a place sacred to a ‘pagan’ 
goddess as her final resting place. 
Even if the legend was a fiction, why 
did it gain credence?” This question 
spurred Shlain to draw a connection 
2 between “the demise of the 
| Goddess, the plunge in women’s 
status, and the advent of harsh 
patriarchy and misogyny [which] 
occurred around the same time that 
people were learning how to read 
and write.” 

A brief lesson in human biology: 
the human brain is divided into two 
hemispheres, left and right. Studies 
have shown that the left hemisphere 
controls the right side of the body, 


analytic reasoning, and abstract 
thought. The right hemisphere 
handles the left side of the body, as 


and also is the focal point for speech, 


well as spatial awareness, visualization, 
music appreciation, and interpretation of 
nonverbal cues like body language and 

facial expressions. 

Basically, Shlain postulates that by 
learning how to communicate using abstract 
symbols (the letters of the alphabet) rather 
than pictures and ideographs, men found 
themselves relying more and more on the 
left hemisphere of the brain, where is said to 
reside all manner of nasty, brutish, hard- 
hearted "male" traits, rather than the more 
emotional, easy-going right hemisphere, 
seat of all creative energy and love for 
Goddess images and agrarian society. 
Thus, while allowing for individual variances, 
Shlain proposes “that a holistic, 
simultaneous, synthetic, and concrete view 
of the world are the essential characteristics 
of a feminine outlook; linear, sequential, 
reductionist, and abstract thinking defines 
the masculine.” That is, women work better 
with images and pattern-recognition, while 
men are better at understanding abstract 
images which are rendered in a linear, ‘опе- 
at-a-time’ order - like reading a text. This, of 
course, denies all recent research on 
gender differences in the brain, which have 
shown that men generally perform better on 
tests requiring spatial reasoning, while 
women consistently outperform men on 
tests of language skills. 

Give the man a little credit for not only 
playing with fire, but diving right into the 
heart of it. It’s an intriguing idea, but 
unconvincingly supported with the examples 
Shlain chooses from history. 

Primitive man, according to Shlain, took 
up the task of hunting in part because the 
male eye has more cone cells than rod cells, 
and cones are best at isolating portions of 
the visual field for individual inspection. This 
would tend to complement the left brain’s 
discriminatory, analytic mode, which is also 
better suited for focused vision. Women, on 
the other hand, with more rods than cones, 
have better peripheral vision and are able to 
take in more at a glance - which Shlain 
seems to think would make them better at 
gathering seeds and berries. But when you 
think about it, doesn’t it seem as if you’d be 
better off with a female hunter to scan the 
area for potential prey and possible danger, 
then send the male in with his cone- based 
“target discrimination” abilities to take out 
the animal? 

Further examples include the 
Sumerians, who Shlain attributes with a 
female- friendly society until they were 
overwhelmed by invading Akkadian 
tribesmen who adapted Sumerian cuneiform 
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to become phonograms, abstract symbols which stood for the 
actual sounds of the language. Yet cuneiform's confusing 
hashmarks are hardly the picture-based writing system Shlain 
claims as a common feature of all early female-oriented, 
Goddess-worshipping societies. Also, those early 
Sumerians, were still ruled by a king, not a queen, and 
inheritance by patrimony was also the rule. Although there 
were cults dedicated to local goddesses in very ancient 
times, they were certainly on the wane long before the 
Akkadians showed up. 

A millennium or so later, Egyptian women were allowed to 
own property and select mates, run businesses and keep 
lovers, and all literate folks wrote with hieroglyphics - but then 
a warlike tribe of Canaanites from the east overran a large 
portion of the Kingdom, bringing with them religious ideas 
from Sumer and Babylon. Their final defeat several hundred 
years later at the hands of powerful Egyptian warrior kings 
coincided, Shlain says, with a change in Egyptian writing, 
hieroglyphics replaced with hieratic script, based on phonetic 
pronunciation, and also a change in the Egyptian pantheon to 
strong male deities over female gods. The truth is, however, 
that hieratic had been around much longer than that, as a 
shorthand used by first priest and later business owners, 
formed from simplifying the much more artistic and elaborate 
hieroglyphics. As far as the change in religions, doesn't it 
seem reasonable that a warrior king would like to consolidate 
his power, reminding people that strong generals are good, 
by building the pantheon about strong male deities? To 
paraphrase Occam's Razor, when looking for the answer to a 
complex problem, the simplest answer is most likely to be the 
right answer. It would've been wise for Shlain to keep this in 
mind when considering his basic hypothesis. 

Much of the book is recitation of general history, from the 
ancient Sumerians up to the schism of Christianity into 
Protestant and Catholic churches, with Shlain picking and 
choosing only the bits which support his theory, while 
ignoring the rest -hardly the scientific method. Why did Mary 
go to Epheseus to die? Without more information, we can 
only speculate, as Shlain first did when his idea came to him. 
Perhaps her family was from there. The Bible says nothing 
about her birthplace and upbringing. That leaves plenty of 
room for imagining fanciful possibilities. 

Charlene Brusso 


WHY PEOPLE BELIEVE WEIRD THINGS 
Michael Shermer 
(1997) W. H. Freeman 


The subtitle of this one says it all: Pseudoscience, 
Superstition, and Other Confusions of Our Time. 

Gird your loins for battle boys and girls, we're gonna tilt 
with the kooks and the whackos. 

First an aside: This thing comes complete with a forward 
by Stephan Jay Gould and a dedication to the memory of 
Carl Sagan. Impeccable credentials if | do say so myself. 

Now, here goes... 

Chapter titles like: The Normal, The Paranormal, and 
Edgar Cayce. Ultra well- researched. Zillion neato examples 
of how critical thinking goes wrong and how to defend against 
it. Cool tidbits like Hume's Maxim, and stuff like "Twenty-five 
Creationist Arguments, Twenty-five Evolutionist Answers." 
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PSEUDOSCIENCE, SUPERSTITION, ^ — 
| ТІМЕ, 


ONFUSIONS 0 


Despite all the lovely things l've brought 
to your attention thus far, don't bother 
tunning out and looking for Shermer's labor 
of love as Weird Things has probably 
already disappeared from the nation's 
bookshelves. 


And why, you might ask, would sucha 
wonderful resource against the forces of 
bunkum and propaganda die an unheralded 
death? Easy, this tome is as dense as lead. 
lust as thick and heavy as hell in fact. Now, 
lor my own part, I like thick dense books just 
a5 much as | like easy reading. This puts 
me in a small minority. Most everybody else 
who would, had they the chance, wade into 
this would discover the lay of the land and 
then get the hell out pronto. 

The fucker has TOO MUCH information. 
All of it’s just as good as it can be, but it's a 
major overdose. Enough already, sit down 
and shut up. I’m supposing Mr. Shermer, in 
attempting to defuse all the bewildering 
array of loony ideas out there, decided he 
had to tackle each and every one of ‘em. 
loo much, goddammit. WAY too much. 

Go ahead and get Weird Things 
anyhow; it's too good to pass up. Just 
don't sit down and try to tackle it in one go. 
Instead, set the book over on the shelf and 
pretend it's an encyclopedia. A reference 
manual. Something you pick up and read to 


answer a nagging question or that 
badly dressed someone, Bible in hand, 
knock knock knocking at your front 
door. 

James MacLaren 


THE END IS NEAR! VISIONS OF 

, APOCALYPSE, MILLENNIUM AND 
4 UTOPIA 

ed RogerManley 

(1998) Dilettante Press) 


When the American Visionary Art 
Museum opened in Baltimore in 1995, it 
provided a focal point for the growing 
national interest in “outsider art” (and 
the related genres of thrift store art, the 
art of the insane and prison art) which 
has intensified of late, judging by the 
numerous book publications, museum 
and gallery shows, art fairs, and 
magazines, including Raw Vision. 

я Presumably, these works are 

BE generated from a pure creative need 
rather than careerist impulses by 

E persons unencumbered by ideologies 

| or affiliations of academic origin. 
Technical skill ranges widely from piece 
to piece, but often the power and 
artistic merits of the works are 
surprising. Acceptance of Outsider Art as 
art is dependent on broadening notions of 
artistic authorship, qualifications, intentions, 
and location; enjoying these works as art is 
dependent on one’s ability to drop 
preconceived ideas of who produces art, 
what it looks like, where art is located 
(gallery or trash can) and why art is 
produced. Ultimately, these are questions 
explored by the Dadaists and by 
experimental art groups of the 60s and 70s 
(Fluxus, Minimalism, Neoism, Pop Art, New 
York Correspondence School, 
environmental art, performance art, mail art, 
networking art). Going through a book of 
the quality of The End is Near! can make 
these issues irrelevant. It’s either eye-candy 
refreshing to brain and soul or it isn't. 
There’s not much shouting “analyze me” 
from an outsider's painting. Not that it wont 
give you something to think about, but you 
don't usually have to worry that you're 
"missing the point." Somebody wanted to 
paint, and this is what he found when he 
picked up the brush. The work's as 
surprising to artist as to audience. There's 
lots of surprises in this book. 

"The End is Near!" was the Visionary Art 
museum's best show, mostly because many 
outsiders are older, Southern Baptists and 
preachers - and they really go off on the 


idea of Apocalypse. Everything that was in 
this show is here in this catalog, ready to 
deliver a little fear of God to your personal 
lair. Bottom line: this is one of the best 
books of outsider art l've ever seen, mostly 
because of the quality of the art, but also 
because the reproductions are good, full- 
color and large, and the text is minimal. 
When | pick up ап art book, l'm looking at 
the art and | don't want a bunch of pseudo- 
intellectual art history bullshit to get in my 
way. Twenty pages of text means twenty 
less pages of art. Not a problem here. 
Actually, the text itself is nearly as 
interesting as the art. Finster has a say, and 
Manley's intro is fine cause he's a man in it 
for the art and not the self-aggrandizement. 
They even reprint the Book of Revelations, 
making this thing a bit like an illustrated 
Gideon's Bible. And Apocalypse Culture ed. 
Adam Parfrey lays down the most lucid 
explication of his own philosophy he's ever 
done. 

You really can't get into trying to 
describe art that's indescribable, or naming 
artists who are complete unknowns, but 
there are highlights for the aficionado, 
including "never-before-seen" discoveries. 
Like the huge works of McKendree Robbins 
Long, a North Carolina native whose work 
has a weirdly polished and cartoonish style 
that places him as a kind of Robt Williams 
painting utopian fantasies straight outta the 
aforesaid Hevelations. And Grant Wallace's 
channeled messages from spiritualist Mars' 
women that include mad calculations and 
new languages. If you saw the show, you 
certainly remember the recreation Zebedee 
Armstrong's cramped little sharecropper's 
shack packed with "calculating machines" - 
pieces of wood and paper and junk covered 
in red marker charts, numbers and lines - 
basically his system for beating the lottery or 
counting the days to the end of the world, or 
both. My favorite piece was one by Vonn 
Stopp - reproduced on the back cover - and 
it’s only a disappointment here because it's 
a gigantic thing in real life, an intricate and 
insane Phil Dickian depiction of 
Machiavelian manipulations of earthmen by 
angel-demons. Like the rest of the work 
here, it's a shout into the vast frontiers of the 
artists mind; when you hear the echoes, 
you're dead. And that's what the 
apocalypse is all about - death awareness. 
The world won't end, but you will. The art 
isn't a cure, but it'll help pass the time. Sing 
while ye may. 

Jeff Bagato 
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send your stuff to: 


DANNY HELLMAN 
P.O. BOX 901 


OLD CHELSEA STATION 
NY, NY 10113-0901 


Oswald Spengler was right; 
Western Civilization is spiraling right 
down the big porcelain bowl of histo- 
ry. For proof, just take a look at 
COMIC BOOKS. 

Long gone are the days when 
we could blow our minds down at the 
Ye Olde Corner Head Shoppe with the 
latest scribblings by Crumb, Spain or 
S. Clay Wilson. 

If today's comics reader wants 
something a little less humiliating to 
read than WOLVERINE VS. PREDA- 
TOR, he must make one of two choic- 
es: buy an overpriced hardcover that's 
written in French, or turn to something 
from FANTAGRAPHICS. 
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The folks at Seattle's 
FANTAGRAPHICS pride them- 
selves on being America's fore- 
most publisher of "Alternative" 
comics; | suggest that, given the 
current miserable state of 
comics, this is an honor akin to 
pinching the biggest loaf at the 
Worldwide Bowel Movement 
Olympics in Nagano, Japan. 

And so, in keeping with the 
spirit of international sportsman- 
ship, I will now fling feces at 
some of their recent output; 
follow the bouncing turd. 


LUBA #3 and PENNY 
CENTURY #4 (from FANTA- 
GRAPHICS, $2.95) These guys 
shared the same womb, so why 
shouldn't they share the same 
review? Los Bros Hernandez 
had some juice back in the early 
issues of their legendary comic 
LOVE AND ROCKETS, (which 
pretty much put Fantagraphics 
on the map in the early '80's). 
Their stories were surreal and 
lighthearted, and their drawings 
fresh and imaginative, (lII admit 
| always preferred Jaime's 
polished, anal pen-and-ink style 
to brother Gilbert's scratchy, 
brushy line work, but that's the 
primordial comics geek in me 
floating to the surface). 

It was when they dumped 
their initial kooky plots in favor 
of their now-trademark soap-opera 
storylines that Los Bros lost me. 
Gone were the wacky robots and 
monsters; in their place were Mexican 
punk rockers, 
driving around in 
low-riders, moping 
about their love 
lives. EL YAWN-O! 

Ten-or-so 
years later, each of 
Los Bros has his 
own comic book. 
Jaime has PENNY 
CENTURY, which 
as far as | can tell 
is a thin soap 
opera about a 
woman who is 
allergic to all 
clothing,(except 
for a super- 
hero's cape), 
and Gilbert has 


LUBA, a slightly more complicated 
soap opera about a woman who's got 
breasts so huge they'd startle Russ 
Meyer. 

From the half-baked look of these 
two books, l'd 


presume that AN A 
the thrill is ~ e 


gone for our 
boys from 

El Barrio; 
either that or 
they've got 
exhausting 
day jobs. 


ACME 
NOVELTY 
LIBRARY # 11 
( from FANTAGRAPHICS, $4.50) Chris 
Ware is the comics world's artsy dar- 
ling, with his inscrutable, disconnect- 
edly poetic narratives and a design 
sense that recalls dusty old stock cer- 
tificates and turn of the century Sears 
& Roebuck catalogs. | can't help but 
admire the cold elegance of the guy's 
artwork, but 1 T 
suspect he's 
out to blind us 
all with his 
postage 
stamp-sized 
panels and 
infinitesimal 
lettering. | 

In the tra- 
dition of John 
Cage or John Zorn who brought us 
music so pretentious that no sane 
human being could enjoy it, Chris 
Ware's ACME NOVELTY LIBRARY 
series seems to defy all readers, 
(save those who have access to 
electron microscopes) to read it. 
Helpful critic that | am, І gave it the 
old college dropout try, for the sake 
of BRUTARIAN readers who've 
misplaced their bifocals. 

ACME NOVELTY LIBRARY No. 
11's grim stream-of-consciousness 
storyline finds its focus in the 
repellent character of Jimmy 
Corrigan, an alienated, bug-eating 
child who fails to connect with his 
distant, disinterested family in an 
antique Chicago. The desolate 
family scenes are broken up by 
recurring images of insects, tiny 
figures dwarfed by towering 


| OM HOW 
AWFUL 


Victorian buildings, men tumbling 
from windows; all adding up to---well, 
гуе never been very good at math. 
As with the other ACME 
NOVELTY offerings l've attempted to 
fight my way through, the law of 
diminishing returns applies here; 
Ware's comics, beautiful to look at as 
Ihey are, take quite an effort to read, 
and in the end they transmit naught 
but a potent dose of the author's 
highly-contagious depression. 


MINIMUM WAGE が 70 by Bob 
Fingerman (from FANTAGRAPHICS, 
$2.95): My old schoolmate Fingo 
draws like a whiz, but why he choos- 
es to re-play the thinly-disguised 
events of his first marriage in print 
remains a complete mystery to me. 
Autobiographical comics are almost 
always a bore, and I find this one to 
be no exception. 

The eighteen pages of issue #10 
drag us through the ten-or-so hours 
prior to the nuptials of our heroes 
"Rob" and "Sylvia"; were it not for the 
gratuitous injection of a contrived 
shoot-em-up dream sequence, it 
would read like the most boring of 
low-rent wedding videos. I’m nota 
regular reader of this title, but based 
on the lightning pace І saw in this 
issue, we should be about ready for 
the "I Do's" by Issue #78. 

Following the sizzling Fingo action 
just as projectile vomiting follows the 
eating of bad shellfish comes a six- 
page back-up feature by the incredi- 
bly Fonz-like cartoonist Dean 
Haspiel. N 

Entitled "Open", 
this delightful 
vignette of two 
slacker roommates ter- 
ritorially rubbing their 
asses on each other's 
bedclothes like baboons 
in heat has to be one of 
the most realistic, earthy 
depictions of homo- 
sexual courtship 
l've seen outside 
the pages of INCH- 
ES magazine. For his honesty and 
courage 1 salute Mr. Haspiel. 


=“ 


Much as it pains me to say 
anything NICE about a Fantagraphics 
publication, | must admit that Charles 
Burns’ BLACK HOLE #6 (from FAN- 
TAGRAPHICS, $4.50) is a terrific 
comic book. 


l've missed the previous issues 
of BLACK HOLE, (I refuse to spend 
my hard-earned money on comic 


books when there's plenty of perfectly 


good CDs 
and candy 
to buy), but 
『m grateful 
for having 
somehow 
managed to 
scam this 
freebie 
copy of 
Issue #5. 

| found 
myself 
completely 
absorbed 
by its contents, in spite of the fact 
that | was picking up the plot line in 
mid-stream. 

BLACK HOLE's cast of char- 
acters are a pack of teenaged pals in 
the '70's, dropping acid and tooling 
around the suburbs in search of a 
good time. The central character 
Keith swallows a tab of Windowpane, 
(after which this issue's chapter is 
titled), and soon finds himself on a 
bad trip; desperate to get away from 
his increasingly unappealing friends, 
he sneaks off into the woods and 
goes through the standard hallucino- 
genic routine of feeling the pavement 
throb at his touch while watching 
folks' faces distort and melt, (this par- 
ticular bad trip is portrayed subtly 
and authentically enough to give 
yours truly some chilly flashbacks). 


the woods, the stranger things 


get; lII leave the rest for you 
to discover. 
For those 


of you who are 
unfamiliar with 
Charles Burns' 
work, the draw- 
ing is as good 
as comic art 
gets; electrifying 
chiaroscuro 
brought to life 
with high-preci- 
sion brushwork, his 
human figures hovering 
somewhere between the 
real and the grotesque. 
Burns has done some of 
the best work in comics 
over the last two decades, 
my personal favorites being 


The deeper Keith stumbles into 


the EI Borbah/ Hard-Boiled Defective 


stories, (originally printed in RAW; 
recently reissued by Fantagraphics). 
When the BLACK HOLE series 
reaches its end, I’m 
sure the resulting 
collected volume will 
make for a proud 
addition to anyone's 
comics library; in 
| the meantime, we'll 
just have to make do 
with these lovely 
comic book format 
installments. 


Not unlike 
Halley's Comet or 
a Blue Moon is 
MOTORBOOTY: it's spotted at rare 
intervals and is always a wonder to 
behold. 

MOTORBOOTY #9 is currently 
streaking its way across the heavens, 
and if you dash out to your local 
grimy zine establishment, you'll be 
able to tell your grandchildren how 
you were there in the summer of '99, 
enjoying that unique mix of comics 
and music industry criticism that only 
MOTORBOOTY can provide. 

At the core of issue #9 are two 
comic strips by the magazine's clever 
and talented helmsman Mark Dancey; 
along with Mike Rubin, he details in 
engaging words and pictures the 
career arc of Detroit's own INSANE 
CLOWN POSSE, (an exotic subject for 
folks like myself who've managed to 
remain ignorant of that band's unique 
cultural contributions). | gather that 
one or both of these strips ran previ- 
ously in SPIN magazine, (another pop 
culture artifact l'm always careful to 

avoid). The 
second of the 
two strips 
("Tears Of The 
Clowns") is 
particularly 
interesting, in 
that it address- 
es the petty 
death threats 
launched at 
cartoonist 
Dancey by the 
Insane Clowns 
and their 
insane fans 
following 
SPIN's publication 
of the first strip, 
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"Down With The Clowns". 

It would seem that Dancey is now 
a hunted man, living in the shadows, 
careful to duck for cover at the slight- 
est whiff of pancake makeup or 
FAYGO, (the disgusting Grade-Z 
Midwest soda pop that the Clowns 
use at concerts to hose down their 
inbred fans). 

Having never heard a note of the 
Clown’s wigger hip-hop music, | 
would guess that their popularity is 
yet another example of teenagers’ 
eternal willingness to stampede in the 
direction of any garbage, ( KISS, 
Rocky Horror, etc.) that gives them 
license to apply greasepaint to their 
pockmarked mugs. 

Also in the issue are some hilari- 
ous White Hip Hop trading cards and 
a History of Pants by Dancey, plus 
terrific strips by Mike "P. Revess" 
Kupperman, (no stranger to longtime 
BRUTARIAN readers), Mary Fleener, 
and Lloyd Dangle, (whose on-target 
send-up of the illustration biz, "The 
Incredibly Short Career of Duane 
Reed" must’ve run previously in 
some Graphic Design publication, 
given its obscure subject matter). 
ABSOLUTELY worth the $6 cover 
price, (and maybe a few dollars 
more). 


Thanks to your publisher Dom, 
『ve managed to get my mitts on 
issues #9 & 10 of ANGRY YOUTH 
COMIX by his fellow D. C. resident 
Johnny Ryan. 

Format-wise, 
these items find 
themselves in 
that awkward 
phase of a 
comic's develop- 
ment, somewhere 
in-between a 
ratty B&W punk 
rock xeroxed 
homemade comic 
and full-size, full- 
color big-budget 
Hollywood musi- 
cal production. 

But the quality of the strips con- 
tained therein is anything but stunted, 
arrested, or retarded.... (well, maybe 
this stuff IS a tad retarded, but in the 
BEST possible sense). Ryan's 
delightfully loathsome characters 
(Loady McGee, Ed Ex-Husband, a 
superhero called "The Nudist", et al) 
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EAT 'EPm 
VP KIDS! 


inhabit a nightmare world of hellish 
boredom where the only means for 
expressing their inexpressible angst 
is to scream insults at each other 
while rubbing tainted ointments on 
their severed feet, (an existence iden- 
tical to that of the average BRUTARI- 
AN reader). 

All this brought to life with a draw- 
ing style that is direct and unpreten- 
tious. The only sour note is the one- 
pager "Diary Of A Rapist", which 
leads me to believe that somebody 
dared cartoonist Ryan to create the 
most politically incorrect strip possi- 
ble, (in which case it's a towering 
triumph of vileness). 

At the time of our last 
communication, Our Man In Arlington 
was fervently trying to recruit this 
fellow Ryan for BRUTARIAN's zombie 
army of contributors. Assuming that 
he met with success, you should be 
able to sample a small taste of the 
man's wares elsewhere in this very 
same issue, (thereby negating any 
possible necessity for this review). 


『m sure by this point you are suffer- 
ing from nausea, hair loss, blurred 
vision, and other symptoms brought 
on by exposure to deadly comic book 
radiation; letS remove our lead suits 
and go check out some zines, 

shall we? 


BARRACUDA is another one of these 
neo-retro Men's Mags that strives to 
educate flaccid 
modern-day hip- 
sters in the lost 
manly arts of Hot 
Rod Racing, 
Gambling, 
Cocktail Mixology, 
and of course, 

MASTURBATION. 
А To aid you in 
Й that most CIVI- 
LIZED and NOBLE 
of human endeav- 
EE ors, BARRACUDA 
= Е provides mildly tit- 

illating photos of 

cheerful gals who look like they might 
be the young lady who served you 
your Mocha Frappucino at Starbucks, 
or the snooty gal who turned up her 
nose at you in art school. 

І find this sort of thing, (picture а 
vintage 1962 issue of KNAVE or 
NUGGET with rockabilly record ads in 


place of the Stag Film offers) whole- 
somely refreshing in our no-holds 
barred era of JUGGS and BARELY 
LEGAL. 

BARRACUDA #9 features, in 
addition to the stroke-photos, a 
worshipful appreciation of Steve 
McQueen that focuses primarily on 
the star’s auto and motorcycle racing 
exploits. One car-free anecdote has a 
drunk McQueen spitefully pissing 
onto James Garner’s roof; another 
has him screening his favorite films 
for fellow patients in a Mexican 
Cancer Clinic in-between Coffee 
Enemas, weeks prior to his death in 
1980. 


Writer Blake Wiers suggests 
that the rugged, "Man's Man" actor's 
failure to reach James Dean's level of 
iconic immortality is due to 
McQueen's superior driving skills, 
which enabled him to survive 
decades of risky motoring; and that 
his slow death from cancer lacked the 
romance of Dean's deadly wipeout. | 
would suggest that McQueen's 
craggy, catcher's mitt face when 
compared with Dean's pouty boy-toy 
looks may also have something to do 
with it. 

Also in the mix are informative 
articles about Used Cars vs. New 
Cars, an expose of Hollywood's 
underground Craps parlors, (com- 
plete with instructions on how to play 
Craps, how to spot loaded dice, and a 
Craps glossary.... uh, thanks guys), 


plus a revolting recipe for shrimp-free 
ahrimp dip. 
Throw in a gold star for above- 


average graphic design, and we're left 


with the feeling that 
Ihere are lots of worse 
things you could 
apend your $3.50 on. 


WE LIKE POO ry 
\ 
#5---Едпог Tara Sin ТІ 
announces on Page ) 
One that, due to a bout f, 
of crippling constipa- | 
tion brought on by "NN 
undertaking this poop- 
themed project in the 
first place, Issue #5 
will be the FINAL entry 
in this series. 

Well, | can’t decide whether that 
qualifies as a bona-fide tragedy or 
not. Руме missed all previous issues of 
Ihis zine, but having now read issue 
//5, | can safely say that I’ve read 
I NTIRELY too much. 

WE LIKE POO #5 is made up 
entirely of reader's contributions. 
Ihere are a couple of shitty drawings, 
some putrid poems; but the majority 
of WE LIKE POO #5’s sixty-four pages 
are taken up by heartbreaking real-life 
stories of poo adventure: adult remi- 
niscences of logs too enormous to 
flush, anxiety-ridden moments of 
embarrassing outdoor evacuation, 
etc. 

There are tales of traumatized 
children forced by adversity to unload 
into Tupperware, onto unsuspecting 
family members’ front lawns, or into 
fast-food containers. There are also 
delightful descriptions of green, post- 
5t. Patrick's Day poo; witty poo- 
pranks like fresh shit piles turned into 
deadly cluster bombs with the addi- 
lion of fireworks, and innocent-look- 
ing sandwiches laid out on kitchen 
countertops, their innocent Wonder 
bread exteriors concealing a deadly 
dog-poo surprise. 

And it would seem that among 
WE LIKE POO's contributors, there's 
no shortage of proud toilet-artists 
eager to pull their friends into the lav 
to share in the spectacle and wonder 
of their majestic, glistening turds, (we 
all have our unique ways of express- 
ing our innate genius, and that's what 
makes life such a wonderful thing). 

| can't remember what I paid for 
this publication, but whatever the 
dollar amount, Га have been better 


IT FILLS up THE ыр 
«oM ET Eowt.! 


served to use my banknotes as bath- 
room tissue. 

However, if WE LIKEPOO 
sounds like your cup of....er, tea, just 
trot down to your 
local disgusting zine 
parlor, or write to 
TARA SIN c/o 3128 
16th St. #25 San 
Francisco, CA 
94103. 


bones when І close my eyes, (sniff)... 

but I digress. 

ASIAN CULT CINEMA gives a 
healthy portion of attention to the 
giant lizard movies, (yes, butthole--- I 
know there's some correct Japanese 
word for 'em—Kaiju, ог Kappa Макі, 
or some other shit). ISSue#23 has a 
nifty photo feature full of various 
Japanese Female Superheroes, (most 
looking as if they'd briefly dated 

Ultraman), and ISSue#23 
has a news item 
announcing the debut 

of North Korea's lat- 
est rubber monster 
film PULGASARI, 

à (how they can get 
enough rubber 
together to make a 
monster suit when 

the vast majority of 

the country's popula- 
tion is subsisting on 
tree bark is beyond my 
understanding). 
But the REAL focus 
of ASIAN CULT CINEMA, 

(in words and full-color 

pictures) would appear to 

be the SMUT FILMS. And 
judging from the titles, 
these sound like some 

TRULY smutty films. 

Why, there's RAPE 
HUNTER: TARGET 

‚ WOMAN, SCANTY PANTY 

DOLL: PUNGENT 

AROMA, and WIFE IN 
MOURNING: PUBIC- 
SHAVED ROPE 

SLAVES, just to name a 
few! 

| suspect that these 
movies are of that sort 
that defile the human 
spirit, make an obscene 
mockery of sacred conju- 
gal relations, and of 
course, degrade women 
, by portraying them as 

mere flesh-toys intended 
for the amusement of 
insane perverts. If any 

BRUTARIAN readers 

should happen to OWN 

any of these despicable 

films (in VHS format), I 

insist that you rid your 

home of this material 

IMMEDIATELY by sending 

them to my mailing 

address (atthe top). E 
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Nerds suffering 
from an advanced 
case of Yellow Fever 
will appreciate the 
long, hard hours of 
painstaking 
research 
that's gone 
into AS/AN CULT CINEMA 
($6, published quarterly), a 
slick, digest-sized zine devot- 
ed to the Orient's most 
depraved celluloid exports. 

Now, l've seen my share 
of Hong Kong movies, 
thanks to a handful of 
now-condemned movie 
theaters in NYC's 
Chinatown, and to the 
vast video library of 
the aforementioned 
Mike Kupperman. 
But l'm ashamed to 
say they all melt 
together in my 
mind; a dreamy blur 
of sword-wielding 
men in monkey 
masks flying 
through the air, 
followed by nattily- 
dressed Triad thugs fir- 
ing trillions of bullets at each 
other in pornographic slow 
motion. 

The only Asian films | seem 
to be able to identify in my mem- 
ory are those with casts made up 
of guys in rubber lizard suits. | 
think it was that tearful first viewing 
of the original Godzilla on the folks' 
black & white portable back in the 
late “69 that messed me up. 

And it wasn't the burning, 
corpse-strewn ruin Godzilla made 
of Tokyo that had me weeping, 
either; it was the giant lizard's tragic 
fate at the hands of Doctor Serizawa 
and his Oxygen Destroyer that left 
me curled up in the fetal position. | 
can still see those floating lizard 
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SECONDS 


GOOD TO GO OUT NOW! 


CD $10/$12 INTERNATIONAL 
PLEASE SEND CHECK OR MONEY ORDER TO 


SIDE ONE DUMMY 


6201 SUNSET BLVD., SUITE 211, 
HOLLYWOOD, CA 90028 
Produced by Steve Kravac 


www.sidet.com 


OUT NOW! 


This years official warped tour compilation 
comes with an enhanced CD Rom featuring 
unreleased video footage of motocross, 

bmx riders and skaters, plus information 

on all of the bands with links to all band/label 


websites from Warped Tours past and present. 


rare and unreleased 
tracks from: 


Ad LE MXPX. 7 SECONDS, BLINK 182. 


A VOODOO GLOW SKULLS and LESS THAN JAKE 
6201 Sunset blvd. plus new tracks from PENNYWISE, H20, SICK OF IT ALL, UNWRITTEN LAW, 


Hollywood, Ca. 90028 MUSTARD PLUG, 22JACKS, ASSORTED JELLYBEANS, 98 MUTE, AQUABATS, 
www.sidel.com GOOD RIDDANCE, THE DEVIATES, CLOWNS FOR PROGRESS and more! 
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DEO VAU 


Mail order? 
Rentals & Sales 


10% Discount 
on all 


web orders! 


Over 100000 
Titles For 
Rental 6 Sale! 
Guaranteed WORST Movies In Town! 
G;  Call1*800 • VAULT * 66 For Info! -—29 
2 (1-800-828-5866) we 


VIDEO VAULT 


Your Alternative Video Store 
323 S. Wash. St. Alex., VA 22314 Fax (703) 836 * 5720 


www.videovault.com 


